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FOOTBALL IS BACK! 


Why not get your information from someone who 
ае E ER aa 8st) sim): 4 В Went a documented 63.3% in BetOnline's MEGA 
CONTEST in 2021? 


NFL Betting 
Success 2022 With NFL BETTING SUCCESS 2022 you'll read exactly 


From Someone Who Selected how he did it. 
Over 60% Winners In 2021 

No sitting around for hours compiling stats, or 

taking advice from television personalities who 


haven't a clue. 


: МИЕ HM Easy to follow situations that win, win, and win 
fue "ЕЙР or 5: again! 


vo FILE "ndm mens 


Best of all it's 10096 FREE - that's right, just sign up 
and NFL Betting Success 2022 will arrive in your 
Nay : inbox within minutes. 
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Trim off those excess inches the fast, sure, easy way athletes do. 


WAIST-AWAY ‘reduces stomach 
bulge for Men and Women. 


No clumsy weights — no strenuous exercise 


—just relax it off! 


When you want to reduce flabby fat 
around the midsection—or around the 
thighs—go to the experts for the best 
method. Athletes often have to lose 
pounds rapidly in order to qualify in 
their weight class. How do they do it? 

Crash diets won't do for athletes. 
They need their strength and toughness. 
Strenuous exercise alone won't do it. 
For years, athletes have used a proved, 
effective weight-reducing method that 
gives speedy results. They wear rubber 
sweat-suits while they exercise. Body 
heat is used to take the extra pounds 
off! It's as simple as that. 


Reduce where you want to 


But suppose you don't want to lose 
weight all over your body. Suppose you 
just want to reduce your waistline or 
heavy thighs. How can you get the fast, 
positive results of the sweat-suit method 
right where you want it? 

An Olympic athlete thought about that 
problem and then came up with an 
ingenious answer: WAIST-AWAY. Now 
you can spot-reduce stomach bulge by 
the rapid, natural body heat method 
athletes use. 

In order to concentrate body heat in 
the desired area, a special material had 
to be developed, of rubber-like composi- 
tion. Light enough to be comfortable 
... pliable enough to fit body contours 
closely . . . properly textured to hold 
the heat while permitting the pores to 
breathe. You'll know it's something spe- 
cial the minute you feel the unique 
WAIST-AWAY material! 


Wear it while you work, 
exercise, loaf 


WAIST-AWAY works while you mow 
the lawn, do housework, go jogging, en- 
gage in sports, do calisthenics, or just 
sit and read or watch TV. Moving about 
or exercising speeds up the effect. The 
more you wear it, the faster you get 
results, 

You'll be amazed and delighted when 
you see those excess inches shrink. If 
you've ever tried strenuous exercise or 
massage and have seen how long it takes 
to achieve a little weight reduction after 
so much effort, you'll see a big differ- 
ence after you wear the WAIST-AWAY 
Belt just a few times. 


No weights to carry 


Some reducing belts use weights to work 
on the fatty tissue. The WAIST-AWAY 
method does not depend on weights or 
other gadgets. You don’t tire yourself 
carrying around a load of metal because 
WAIST-AWAY contains no bulky, cum- 
bersome weights. 

You feel light, comfortable and re- 
laxed when you wear WAIST-AWAY. 
That means you can wear it longer and 


more often, so results come faster. Never 
before was a spot-reducing method so 
easy to take 


Quick and easy to put on 


An important feature of WAIST-AWAY’s 
ingenious design is the fastening. You 
just wrap it around (next to your skin), 
place the ends together and prestol— 
its on. The Velcro fastening provides 
several inches of adjustment without 
straps, buckles, or snaps. 

The WAIST-AWAY belt comes 
men's and women's sizes, 
specif: 
form 


in 
Be sure to 
which you want on the order 
low. 


Waist-Away 
designer 
Ike Berger 
Olympic 
champion 


Holder of two 
Olympic gold " 
medals for weightlifting, two World 
Champion gold medals, and winner of 
numerous other championships. World 
record lift of 336 pourids made him the 
strongest man, pound for pound, in the 
world. 

Together with his associate, he de- 
veloped the WAIST-AWAY and_ the 
IBEM Thigh Belt, based on his long 
experience with the rubber sweat-suit in 
reducing to his weight class. 

Mr. Berger’s activities as a physical 
fitness consultant showed him the wide- 
spread need for an effective method of 
spot-reducing. After extensive develop- 
ment and trial, the WAIST-AWAY was 
perfected and is now available for busi- 
ness and professional men, housewives, 
athletes. 


- WAIST-AWAY aids 
posture and comfort 


WAIST-AW AY's 
support induces better posture. It also 
provides a slight massage action as you 
move about, which relaxes and reduces 
waist tensions. Reduce in comfort! 


Firmly but gently, 


a 
Singer TONY MARTIN 
wears the WAIST-AWAY Belt 


to stay in trim shape for his 
personal appearances. 


THE BEST QUALITY 


Only the very finest materials and 
construction are used in making the 
WAIST-AWAY Belt. 


IBEM does 
not compromise on quality because 
we believe that the fast results and 
greater comfort you enjoy with the 
top quality WAIST-AWAY Belt are 
worth the cost. 


For Women-the answer to a prayer! 


IBEM THIGH REDUCER BELTS 


Spot-reduce legs the sure, fast way. 


If you've struggled to reduce your thighs 
with exercise, massage, dieting, but have 
had disappointing results, take heart. 
There's a new way to slim those thighs 
where exercise alone can't help. IBEM's 
THIGH REDUCER Belts spot-reduce 
the heaviness at the top of the thigh 
while you walk, work, or just sit. Based 
on the same proved, effective principle 
as the WAIST-AWAY (see above )—us- 
ing body heat to reduce excess fat with 
a relaxing massage effect. 

Whatever method of thigh reducing 
you've tried without success, don't give 
up. IBEM's new method produces the 
same effective slimming results on upper 
thighs as WAIST-AWAY does around 
the stomach. 


Special composition material 
IBEM Thigh Reducer Belts are made of 


soft, pliable, rubber-like composition. 
They're easy to put 
on. The adjustable 
Velcro fastening 
keeps them snug as 
your thighs get 
thinner. (Be sure to 
indicate your upper 
thigh measurement on 
your order.) 

Now you, too, 
can wear those 
revealing mini- 
fashions. Think about 
next summer; Get 
IBEM Thigh Belts 
to slim your thighs 
for the smart look 
in summer beachwear. 
Show your legs 
proudly on the street, 
on the beach. 


I IBEM SALES CORP 509 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017 (Phone 212-478-5385) 


Send me the following belts (indicate quantity ): 


men’s WAIST-AWAY Belts (waist measurement 
——— women's WAIST-AWAY Belts 
pair of THIGH REDUCING Belts (thigh measurement 


(waist measurement 


”) at $11.95 each... $ 
^) at $11.95 each... $ 
")at $16.95 а pair... $ 


Total price $ 


N.Y. State residents add local sales tax (NYC 6%) $ 
(мо с.ор.) I enclose [] check, [J money order for $ 
NAME 
|| g І enclose 256. Send me the Home Exercise 
STREET. Equipment Catalog, featuring Motorized Ex- 
ercisers, Belt Massagers, Exerbikes, Steam 
CITY STATE. ZIP Cabinets, and many other devices. 
TD-199 


How to Speak and Write 


Like a College Graduate 


“Its easy," says Don Bolander... 


“and you don’t have to go back to school P" 


ec o you avoid the use of certain 
words even though you know 

perfectly well what they mean? Have you 
ever been embarrassed in front of friends 
or the people you work with, because you 
pronounced a word incorrectly? Are you 
sometimes unsure of yourself in a conver- 
sation with new acquaintances? Do you 
have difficulty writing a good letter or 
putting your true thoughts down on paper? 


“Jf so, then you're a victim of crippled 
English," says Don Bolander, Director of 
Career Institute. “Crippled English is a 
handicap suffered by countless numbers of 
intelligent, adult men and women. Quite 
often they are held back in their jobs and 
their social lives because of their English. 
And yet, for one reason or another, it is 
impossible for these people to go back 
to school." 


Is there any way, without going back to 
school, to overcome this handicap? Don 
Bolander says, *Yes!" With degrees from 
the University of Chicago and Northwest- 
ern University, Bolander is an authority 
on adult education. For almost twenty 
years he has helped thousands of men and 
women stop making mistakes in English, 
increase their vocabularies, improve their 
writing, and become interesting conversa- 
tionalists right in their own homes. 


BOLANDER TELLS 
HOW IT CAN BE DONE 


During a recent interview, Bolander said, 
*You don't have to go back to school in 
order to speak and write: like a college 
graduate. You can gain the ability quickly 
and easily in the privacy of your own 
home through the Career Institute 
Method." In his answers to the following 
questions, Bolander tells how it can be 
done. 


Question What is so important about my 
ability to speak and write? 


Answer People judge you by the way you 
speak and write. Poor English weakens 
your self-confidence — handicaps you in 
your dealings with other people. Good 
English is absolutely necessary for get- 
ting ahead in business and social life. 


You can't express your ideas fully or 
reveal your true personality without a 
sure command of good English. 


Question What does a “command of good 
English" mean? 


Answer A command of good English 
means you can express yourself clearly 
and easily without fear of embarrass- 
ment or making mistakes. It means you 
can write well, carry on a good conver- 
sation—also read rapidly and remember 
what you read. Good English can help 
you throw off self-doubts that may be 
holding you back. 


Question. But wouldn't 1 have to go back 
to school to gain a command of good 
English? 


Answer No, not any more. You can gain 
the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate right in your own home 
— in only a few minutes each day. 


Question Is this something new? 


Answer Career Institute of Chicago has 
been helping people for many years. 
The Career Institute Method quickly 
shows you how to stop making embar- 
rassing mistakes, enlarge your vocabu- 
lary, develop your writing ability, 
discover the "secrets" of interesting 
conversation. 


Question. Does it really work? 


Answer Yes, beyond question. In my files 
there are thousands of letters, case his- 
tories and testimonials from people who 
have used the Career Institute Method 
to achieve amazing success in their busi- 
ness and personal lives. 


Question Who are some of these people? 


Answer Almost anyone you can think of. 
The Career Institute Method is used by 
men and women of all ages. Some have 
attended college, others high school, 
and others only grade school. The 
method is used by business men and 
Women, typists and secretaries, teachers, 
industrial workers, clerks, ministers and 
public speakers, housewives, sales 
people, accountants, foremen, writers, 
foreign-born citizens, government and 
military personnel, retired people, and 
many others. 


Question. How long will it take me to gain 
the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate, using the Career 
Institute Method? 


Answer In some cases people take only a 
few weeks to gain a command of good 
English. Others take longer. It is up 
to you to set your own pace. In as 
little time as 15 minutes a day, you will 
see quick results. ` 


Quéstion How can 1 find out more about 
the Career Institute Method? 


Answer I will gladly mail you a free 32- 
page booklet. 


MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET 


To receive a free copy of the 32-page 
booklet, How To GAIN A COMMAND OF 
Goop ENGLISH, just mail the coupon be- 
low. The booklet explains how the Career 
Institute Method works and how you can 
gain the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate quickly and enjoyably at 
home. Send coupon, card, or letter today 
to Career Institute, Dept. 244-49, 555 Е, 
Lange St., Mundelein, Illinois 60060. 


DON BOLANDER, Carcer Institute, Dept. 244-49, 


555 E. Lange St., Mundelein, Illinois 60060. 


Please mail me a free copy of your 32-page booklet. 


NAME 


STREET. 


ciry STATE... . .. ZIP CODE 
If 18 or under, check here for special booklet. O 
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LIVE LONGER AND BETTER 


In The Healthiest, Sunniest Climate In All America — Deming, New Mexico! 
Your Own Ranchette 
Just*299-Only 


(*See Below) E 


Do you know people who wake up to sunshine 355 days out of each year . . 
know what it is to be oppressed by humid heat in the summer or by the cold clutch of winter 
damp? Do you know people who can say that in their State the rate of cancer and heart disease 
is half of what the Nation as a whole faces? Do you know people to whom a suntan is a year 'round 
commonplace? We know such people. They live in New Mexico. 

There isn't a place on earth where the air is purer, where body health is more lavishly be- 
stowed. No place where the words at the top of this page — live longer and better — fit more 


than théy do in New Mexico. 


And in all New Mexico itself it would be difficult to match the climate and beauty of 
the region surrounding Deming. As spectacular as the northern portion, but without the 
cold of winter. As dry and pure as Arizona, but not as hot in the summer. And, as actively 
vigorous and prosperous as the city you now live in, yet without the fever, without the 


tension. : 

To live anywhere in New Mexico is to live better. The superb climate, 
naturally air-conditioned in the summer and brilliantly sunny in the winter 
—the breathtaking beauty of a lavish Nature—the young vigor of a state 
that is causing a business and investment boom—these аге the reasons 
that tens of thousands of Americans already have come here to live. 

Consider then: Here in the center of this miraculous climate and 
beauty are towns which have grown amazingly in the last few years. 
Las Cruces, for example: In 1950 it had 12,000 people. By 1960, 37,000 
... arise of 300% in 10 years—and still growing. Like Tucson and 
Phoenix, this area has the same desert allure, where pure air, pure drink- 
ing water permits lovely towns to flourish. Statistics show the same 85% 
of possible sunshine, summer and winter, of Phoenix and Tucson. 

Beginning 31% miles from the flavorful city of Deming (population 
10,000) are 24,000 acres of former ranches whose farthest boundary is 
25 miles from town. Spectacularly set off by the breathtaking Florida 
Mountains, this land is so typical of the romance of the southwest that 
it has been photographed for the covers of many magazines. In this lovely 
basin every DEMING RANCHETTE fronts graded earth roads already dedi- 
cated to Luna County in widths of 50 and 80 feet. Every Ranchette has 
direct access to avenues leading to three major highways—U.S, Highways 
80, 70 and brand new Interstate 10. 

DEMING is blessed with water which is called "America's finest drink- 
ing water, 99.9996 pure." There are homes already built on DEMING 
RANCHETTES and they all have electricity. When you are ready to build 
your new home, electricity will be made available to you. Schools, hos- 
pitals, churches, shops, movies, golf course, tennis courts—are all located 
in the growing city of Deming. Fertile soil is yours for the planting. Al- 
most everything will grow here when watered — fruits, vegetables, 
flowers, trees. 

Deming's friendliness captivates the fancy of people from every state 
in the Union. To visit us is like going back, to the warmth of one's own 
family. Here are the practical benefits of living anywhere near Deming. 

GOLF —The Rio Members Country Club Golf Course is right in Deming 
itself. It is a beautiful course with the Florida Mountains towering in the 
background. You play 12 months a year and green fees are very 
reasonable. 

HUNTING AND FISHING—What are you after? Deer, antelope, wild 
turkey? Or maybe bear, mountain lion? Well, you can get deer, quail and 
big jack-rabbits right in your own backyard, in the Floridas. For really big 
game, and great fishing, try the Gila National Forest 60 miles directly 
north. Almost 2,000,000 acres set aside for camping, hunting and fish- 
ing. Just 65 miles away is the Caballo Dam-Elephant Butte Reservoir, the 
second largest man-made lake in the United States where you can rent a 
boat, fish, swim or go water skiing. 

HORSEBACK RIDING—You'il find the Florida Mountains enthralling. 
Bring along a treasure pouch and join other rockhounds seeking amethyst, 
agate and opal. i 

INVESTMENT — More than 18,000 people have bought Ranchettes 

through the mail and on site. 
_ The new U.S. Interstate 10 is now being built with interchanges right 
in the heart of Deming. Consider other developments such as the new 
Retirement Home and the new road being built from Palomas, Mexico (33 
miles south of Deming) into the interior of Mexico and you will agree with 
us that Deming has a tremendous future. 

And the price of your Ranchette? Just $299 for a full half-acre and low 
monthly payments of $5, including interest at the annual percentage rate 
of 6%. At this moment you may reserve as many half-acre sites as you 
wish but please bear this in mind: DEMING RANCHETTES is not an 
enormous development and land such as this goes fast. At these prices, 
you may want your Ranchette to be larger—one, two—even five acres. An 


35 a Month! 


^x] 


. people who don't 


immediate reservation will guarantee that your half-acres will adjoin each 
othér. And you take no risk. Your reservation does not obligate you. You 
have the unqualified right to change your mind within 45 days after we 
send your Purchaser's Agreement, Property Owner's Kit, Maps and 
Photographs—15 days to go through the portfolio, check our references, 
talk it over with the family. If, during that time, you should change your 
mind your reservation will be cancelled with absolutely no obligation. 
Then you have an ADDITIONAL 30 DAYS AFTER you have made your 
first monthly payment to change your mind and request a full refund 
of every dollar you have paid in. If this makes sense mail the coupon 
today. 


*The terms for each % acre are: 


Cash: Price ood bets оон $299 
Cash downpayment . ..................... 5 
Unpaid balance of cash price ............... $294 


Unpaid balance is scheduled at 69 monthly payments of 
$5 and 1 monthly payment of $4 for each 14 acre, pay- 
ments including interest at the annual percentage rate 
of 6% resulting in a finance charge of $55, and a total 
of payments of $349, or a deferred payment price of 
$354. NOTE: If you order 2 half-acres (1 acre), double 
all of the above figures except the period of repayment 
will remain the same. For 3 half-acres (11% acres), triple 
the above figures, etc. 


co - 


| SELECT WESTERN LANDS INC. DEPT. DP 672 С 
| 108 No. Platinum, Deming, New Mexico 88030 

| Gentlemen: | wish to reserve the following site: 

| Г] И acre [] 1% acres 
| T] lacre Г] 2 acres 


Please rush complete details, including my Purchaser's Agreement, Prop- 
erty Owner's Kit, Maps, Photographs and all data. It is strictly understood l 

і that | may change my mind for any reason within 45 days after | receive | 

| ту portfolio. 


МЕ 
| ADDRESS 
| 


STATE ZIP. 


| “A statement and offering statement has been filed with the Department of State | 
of the State of New York. The filing does not constitute approval of the sale or 
lease or offer for sale or lease by the Department of State or any officer thereof 
or that the Department of State has in any way passed upon the merits of such 

| nk A copy of the offering statement is available, upon request, from the 
subdivider. 


° Officer East was gunned to death where trooper is standing on Rte. 52 bypass; Off. Branstome was killed a few yards away 


HALF OF POLICE FORCE 
SLAIN IN ONE NIGHT 


by JOSEPH TERRELL 


As every law enforement officer in the Mid-South vowed to bring 


the killers to justice, a grim irony was revealed . . . 


If the victims had not reported for duty early, they would still be alive 


OLICE OFFICER Glenn Branscome, a six-foot- 

three, 250-pound bull of a man, liked his job there 

in the small, peaceful North Carolina town of Pilot 

Mountain, As his wife stated later, ^He said the 
job had its drawbacks, but he liked it better than anything 
else he had done." 

But, as it happens so strangely at times, Fate gave this 
professional dedication a cruel twist that resulted in the 
sudden, violent death of Glenn Branscome, along with a 

- fellow officer, just as dedicated—Ralph East. 

Because of his fondness for the work and his pride in 
doing a good job, Branscome often reported early for duty. 
On that fateful Monday night, February 3, 1969, he had 
strolled into the small building on West Main Street in 
Pilot Mountain that serves jointly as a fire department and 
police headquarters a half an hour earlier than the 11 p.m. 
the duty roster called for. 

Before that half hour was, up, he lay dead—with seven 
bullets having been pumped into his body at close range. A 
car-length away on old U.S. 52 by-pass at Pilot Mountain, 
Ralph East lay sprawled on the ground also—at least five 


bullets in his lifeless form. 

Pilot Mountain Police Chief Willis J. Fulton told this 
writer, “We’ll never know exactly what East.and Brans- 
on planned ... what happened just before they were 
shot.” | 

The key word in Chief Fulton’s statement is “exactly,” 
which he emphasized; for much can be pieced together 
that led to that moment of horror just inside the city limits 
of picturesque Pilot Mountain. 

The peaceful Southern town of a few thousand inhabi- 
tants is nestled at the foot of a lonely mountain which has 
a curiously shaped peak—like that of a pilothouse on a 
steamship. The mountain itself is now a State Park. Lo- 
cated 25 miles northwest of the city of Winston-Salem, 
the town supplies a number of workers for the city’s fac- 
tories, such as the R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, with 
leading brands named for the twin-city, “Winston” and 
“Salem.” A few miles north is the Virginia state line; a 
few miles farther west, the Blue Ridge Mountains. 

In order to trace events of that night, let’s go back to 
Glenn Branscome, as the burly officer, a veteran of police 

(Continued on page 6) 


“What started as a part-time hobby, 
now pays me better than $10 an hour.” 


Yes, many MUI graduates make better than $10 an 
hour turning old wornout furniture into beautiful, bright 
new decorator pieces that people can’t resist. Think about it! 
Stack it up against what you’re doing now! Are you making 
$150 a week? $200? $250? Do you put in long hours of dull work, 
with small raises...far apart? Is that the way you want to spend 
the rest of your life or would you prefer real independence and 
security? Just imagine, you can make $150, $200, $250 uphotstering 
just one chair or sofa these days! And if you're the kind of 
person who likes to work and earn, you can sometimes finish 
а job like this in a day or a day and a half. That's 
pay...and it beats what most college graduates 
make! it buys you the good things in life 
that only plenty of steady, big, 
income will bring you. 


AS YOU LEARN, YOU JUST SLIP 
INTO THE IMMENSE FLOW OF 
UPHOLSTERY WORK! Think of all 
there is! . . . Sofas, lounging chairs 
finished in beautiful fabrics, which 
MUI tells you how to get at the right 
price — even leather and all the new 
vinyls. And then you have built-ins 
and breakfast nooks, boats, trailers. 
and all the millions of automobiles in 
America. Yes, you learn all this and 
more! When we finish teaching you, 
(in your own home in your spare time) 
and when you get our California __ 
state approved diploma, you know this 
business...as a real professional! 
You will then have one of the most 
fantastic moneymaking skills in 
America built into your head and 
hands! No one can ever take this skill 
away from you...and no one can 
ever fire you, because you're the boss 
ofa Business that you can take with 
ou... You can make big money from r 
Then on...any time, anyplace you about two days sooner! 
want to put out your shingle! (Small 
town, big city, at the beach, in the 
mountains, upholstering is needed 


0—> 72%. ALL THE SPECIAL “TOOLS OF 
everywhere!) = YOU GET SIX BIG (Hs © THE TRADE" ARE YOURS... FREE 


Sm 
ut | ШШ FURNITURE KITS 
it's automation proof! в FREE 


WORK THE HOURS If you favor a regular 35 hours a week, upholstery 


lets you do it and make a really fine living. On the 

YOU LIKE other hand, if you're really ambitious and want to 

work 60.ог 70 hours a week, you ire starting to 

и talk about some big, big money! The important 

TO WORK!! thing is that the choice is yours, not somebody 

elses! (Not like when you're working for someone 

else.) Many students of retirement age just do a few pieces now and then just to 
keep things nice and comfortable. 


TO GET STARTED, JUST GET THE COUPON IN THE MAIL... TODAY! 


К costs you nothing to get all the information and there's no obligation. No salesman 
is going to call you. This much and this much only, every successful MUI graduate 
must do for himself — send the coupon today! 


YOU'LL GET A BiG ILLUSTRATED 32 PAGE BOOK ON UPHOLSTERY 


and the upholstery business, and an actual free sample lesson showing how the fabulously 
successful MUI system is taught. For your sake and the sake of your future, do it now. 
Cut out the coupon, fill it out, put it in an envelope and mail it now. Air mail reaches MUI 


THIS FREE UPHOLSTERY BOOK may be the 
most important information you ever read. 
MAIL COUPON NOW! 


MODERN UPHOLSTERY INSTITUTE, Box 899-CRB 
Orange, Calif. 92669 

Please send the FREE UPHOLSTERY CAREER BOOK, 
the FREE SAMPLE LESSON. ! understand | am under 
no obligation whatever and am just sending for the 
free facts on job and career opportunities in Upholster- 
ing and the MUI home training program. 


When ўи read the papers you see there’s a 
strike here, a lockout there. Detroit lays off 
150,000 men. A plant is shut down and moved 
out of state. A new automated machine ‘ 
eliminates 5,000 jobs. They taik about dislocated 
workers and try to do something about it. What 
pays the bills if you get caught up in one of 
these situations? When you know uphoistering, 
life gets very simple and lots of fun. It's simple 
because where there are people, there are 
upholstery jobs and lots of them. It's fun because 
life is fun when the bills are 
paid and there's money in 
the bank, even enough to buy 
those things you've always 
wanted for yourself. 


Name Age 


MUI IS APPROVED BY THE 
CALIFORNIA ` 
SUPERINTENDENT OF 
PUBLIC INSTRUCTION AND 
IS AUTHORIZED TO ISSUE 
A DIPLOMA IN 
UPHOLSTERY. 
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work, stepped through the passageway that leads into the 
police headquarters and reached for the duty roster, 
tucked in its customary place under the edge of the coun- 
ter-top radio equipment. Probably out of habit, he glanced 
to his left toward the chief’s office, which was empty. 

After signing in, Branscome got together with Ralph 
East, also a veteran officer with both county and town 
experience, who was 12 years older than Branscome's 47. 
Whether East stopped by the station at Branscome’s re- 
quest, or whether he was already there, doesn’t really 
matter. What is important is that shortly thereafter they 
heard by radio that two service stations—one on the north- 
west edge of Winston-Salem and the other in Rural Hall, a 
town between Pilot Mountain and Winston-Salem—had 
been hit by armed robbers. Possibly the bandits were 
headed toward Pilot Mountain. | 


With this in mind, it seems apparent, Branscome and _ 


East decided to set up a watch on old U.S. 52 by-pass. 
While Branscome was early to work, Officer East only had 
a a half hour before his normal working day would 
end. . 

But this was to be no normal day for either man. 

Some 15 minutes later, about 10:45 p.m., they reported 
over their car radio that they had stopped a late-model 
Dodge convertible on U.S. 52 near East Surry High School. 

Why had they stopped this car? Chief Fulton, noting that 
the earlier alert broadcast had mentioned that the gas sta- 
tion bandits might be in a Dodge or Plymouth (a guess by 
one of the hold-up victims who offered that as the only 
clue available; he had heard the car speed away, but had 
not seen it), theorized that the officers might have stopped 
it simply because of a hunch, because it was a strange 
vehicle on a familiar road, one not traveled heavily by 
out-of-towners. 

At any rate, this radioed communication that they were 
stopping the car was the last word from the two men. 

Twelve miles away in Mount Airy, Surry County Chief 
Deputy A. E. Stephens was monitoring calls in the sheriff's 
office. He said that the next thing he heard from the radio 
of Officers Branscome and East “was an ambulance atten- 
dant hollering for help." 

Two brothers who happened upon the scene said they 
had seen the body of Branscome in the beams of the 
parked patrol car's headlights. 

They saw something else, too: Speeding away from the 
scene was a brown or maroon car with one headlight out. 

Moody Keith, one of the brothers, testified later that 
when he and his brother, Kenneth, approached the police 
car, its headlights were on and so was the pulsating blue 
roof-top warning light. The brothers stopped, got out of 
their car and approached the eerie scene. Officer Brans- 
come was lying face down about eight feet in front of the 
car. He clutched a flashlight in his right hand. Officer East's 
body, lying on its side, was found about a car-length be- 
hind the patrol vehicle. 

David Beal, Chief of Mount Airy police, who at the time 
of the slaying was the resident agent of the State Bureau 
of Investigation there in Mount Airy, described his exam- 
ination of the bodies shortly after he arrived on the scene. 
He said the heads and shirts of both officers were covered 
with blood. . 

One of the first things noticed was that Ralph East's .38- 
caliber service revolver was missing. A closed pair of 
handcuffs was found in a ditch near Branscome's body. 

An intensive search the next day turned up East's weap- 
on in a creekbed on U.S. 601 about six miles from the slay- 
ing scene. Also found at that time was a broken shotgun, 
said to have been taken from one of the service stations 
that was held ир. - 

According to official testimony, it was East's gun that had 
gee used to fire skull-shattering slugs into the officers’ 

eads. 

Dr. Andrew J. Kapcar of Mount Airy testified that 
Branscome had seven bullet wounds, two of which were 
in the head; East had five bullet wounds, two of which 
were in the head; East had five bullet wounds, with three 
of them in the head. 

Immediately upon discovering the bodies, the Keith 
brothers sought help. They flagged down a passing motorist 


en the HO. D 


Last communication from Offs. East and Branscome (I. to 
r.), on lookout for gas station bandits, was that they 
had stopped a car; soon afterwards they were found dead 


Fc i E 


Victims in two gas station holdups on fatal night were 
(1. ю г.) Wesley Hunsucker, Harvey King. Hunsucker, 
slugged, probably saved his own life by playing possum 


and shortly thereafter, ambulance driver Edward Wall 
(the one who “hollered for help" over the slain officers 
radio) arrived. He later said he checked Branscome for a 
pulse and found none. 

When asked why he did not check East's pulse, Wall 
said, "I could tell just by looking at him that there wouldn't 
be any." 

Early the next day a “widows’ fund" was started there 
in Pilet Mountain, where, between the two of them, the 
officers had a total of nine children. Mayor Phillip Pell and 
former Mayor Henry Ridenhour broadcast an appeal to the 
public over radio and television. Contributions began to 
come in. The fund was kicked off by the Pilot Mountain 
Civic Club with a $200 donation. 

Surry County Deputy Bil Hall started working in the 
town "on loan" from the Sheriff's Department. The death 
of Officers East and Branscome had cut the town's police 
force in half. Mrs. Smith Nelson, who at one time worked in 
the Sheriff’s Department, came by and offered to answer 
the telephone or monitor the radio in the police station. 

“РН help with anything,” she said. Police Chief Fulton 
said people came by all night and during the next day to 
say, "We're sorry." 

In researching the case for True Detective, this writer 
followed: the apparent route of the two robberies which 
led, eventually, to the death scene. | 

At the first service station held up in Winston-Salem, 
пасу King, ће owner, spoke quietly about ће fateful 
night. 

(Continued on page 8) 


SC 


inerenti s 


"Teach yourself music? Yes, you can—and you'll 
be amazed how easy it is! Piano, guitar, accor- 
dion, saxophone—any popular instrument—you 
can teach yourself to play it rigbt away. It's all 
possible thanks to the remarkable home-study 
Course offered to you now by the famous U.S. 
School of Music. 


You Learn Quickly, Easily 

This superb Course shows you how to play 
your favorite music by note. You read and play 
actual sheet music. There are no "gimmicks" at 
all. And the incredible thing is that you learn 
so quickly and easily. 

The secret of this rapid success is in the 
Course's unique, proven method of instruction. 
Simple, easy-to-understand instructions tell you 
what to do. Then, wonderfully clear pictures 
show you just how to do it. It's so easy that 
even children can learn. And you don't need 
any special talent, or previous experience, or 
even special knowledge of music! 

From the very first lesson you start playing 
actual tunes from sheet music. As you progress, 
youll be playing more and more advanced 
pieces. Before you know it you'll be playing 
your favorite music as though you've known 
how all your life! 


Convenient and Economical 

You'll also be delighted to discover how con- 
venient and economical this wonderful Course 
is. You learn at home, іп your spare time. You 
go as fast or as slowly as you wish. There's no 
expensive private teacher to pay. You get valu- 


Here's How Others Learned to Play 

This Fast, Easy Way! 

Excited-Delighted—''l'm so excited, thrilled and de- 
lighted with this magnificent Course that it's difficult 
to ‘go slowly.’ Instructions are easily understood. And 
I enjoy the fact that I can practice and study at my 
own time and speed.” 


Plays folk music—“I have finished college, and my 
ability to play the guitar really paid off there, espe- 
cially since folk music has become so popular. I have 
played both as lead and accompanist guitarist.” 


Dwigbt Bullard— Concord, Ark. 


Friends are astonished— Ever since I signed up for 
the Piano Course, I have been reaping happiness. My 
friends are astonished and my family happy. 1 will 
never forget the fun I’ve had." Linda Kurtz—Airville, Pa. 


Clara J. Napoleon—Jrenton, N.J. 


Secrets of teaching yourself music 


You can learn any instrument in your home...in spare time 


able sheet music included at no extra cost. And 
you learn for just pennies a day! 


Start Enjoying a New Way of Life 

Just imagine yourself playing your favorite in- 
strument, and playing it well. What a thrill and 
sense of accomplishment you'll feel as you skill- 
fully and confidently play popular hits . . . classi- 
cal pieces...folk and country music...dance 
tunes—any kind of music you like! You'll enjoy 
a wonderful escape from the tensions and prob- 
lems of everyday life. You'll win new friends 
and new popularity. Best of all, you'll have that 
warm, deep-down sense of satisfaction and self- 
fulfillment that comes with going ahead and 
doing something you've always wanted to do! 


Mail coupon today 
Don't go on missing the pleasures that playing 
music can bring into your life. Write now for 
our new FREE booklet that tells you all about 
the Course and shows you how fast and easy 
this unique instruction really is. We'll also send 
you a FREE Piano “Note-Finder.” 
No obligation. Just mail the coupon 
TODAY to: US. SCHOOL OF 
MUSIC, Port Washington, N.Y. 
11050. Estab. 1898. Licensed by 
tbe New York ‘State Education De- 


partment. Accredited Member National Home Study Council 
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U.S. School of Music, і 
Port Washington, New York 11050 
Yes! I want to learn to play the instrument 
checked below. Please send me, FREE, your 
illustrated booklet, “Be Your Own Music 
Teacher”—plus free Piano “Note Finder.” I am 
under no obligation. Check the instrament you 
would like to play (check one only): 


Li Piano О Steel Guitar О Trumpet 
О Guitar С Saxophone С Cornet 

O Violin О Clarinet 
О Organ-pipe, (7 Tenor Banjo C Ukulele 
electronic, reed О Mandolin 
Mr. 
pert (Pies pint der) — 9 — 


State. Др 
Do you have instrument? D'Yes D No 
Instruments, if needed, supplied to our students 

at reduced rates. 333N 
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Thirty miles from murder scene, alertness of Winston- 
Salem Off. Brandon paid off; he spotted cop-killers’ 
саг and his radio alarm resulted in swift capture . . . 


"It was cold, I remember. Not raining or anything. But 
cold. It was about ten o'clock, and I was just closing up. 
The register there," pointing to a multi-drawer register, 
"was empty and the drawers—the top drawers—were open 
when three guys came in. They said at first that their car 
had broken down and wanted to know if I had anyone 
around who could give them a hand. They sort of spread 


out in the station and when I turned around to look at: 


the one talking, he had a pistol pointed right at me. "This 
is a stick-up,’ he said." 

Mr. King lit a cigarette and continued, "I didn't argue, 
didn't put up any resistance. They took my wallet and 
money (estimated at about $550). I told them there was no 
more money in the register, but one of them tried to pry 
a drawer open anyway." He pointed to the register. "There, 
you can see." 

Nodding toward the back of the station, he said, "Then 
‘they made me go back there and lie down on the floor. 
Then they started beating me on the head." 

“You didn't resist before they started the beating?" the 
writer asked. 

“No. They made me lie down. Then they beat me. They 
used a pair of old Plymouth horns that were back there. 
Cut my head up pretty bad, but I never lost conscious- 
ness." 

He took a drag on his cigarette. "They left me there, 
and I got up in a minute and came around the back way, 
but I never got another look at them, or their car." 

Leaving King's, the route leads up dual-lane U.S. 52 
to the Stanleyville-Rural Hall exit, and on to Rural 
Hall a distance of about eight miles, where the writer 
stopped at the new Shell Station owned and operated by 
Wesley Hunsucker. After Hunsucker finished working on 
a truck tire, he came into the front section of his sta- 
tion, smiling with friendliness, and agreed to relate what 
happened that night. 

"I was just closing up, too," he said. “This section up 
here was rearranged somewhat. But I was sitting there 
filing away credit slips when the door opened and two men 
came in..." 

Two? 

"Yes, just two. I know three went into King's. Well, I 
just kept on filing and one of the men said their car was in 


a ditch and was there someone who could help them? I 
asked them where in a ditch? One of them said, 'Just down 
the road.’ I said, ‘How far down the road?’ Then one of 
them said, ‘Look up here and you'll see, and I looked up 
—right into the muzzle of a pistol." 

Hunsucker went on, “They made me come around and 
took my money (about $850). Then they told me to lie 
down on the floor. I did, and I realized one of them was 
going to hit me. I tried to put my hand up over my head 
just as the blow came. Hit my hand and glanced onto 
my head.” 

Hunsucker interrupted himself to greet a friend, then 
continued: “Then they made me go back toward the back 
. .. No, it didn’t knock me out. In fact, as soon as they 
hit me I jumped straight пр... but they had that gun right 
on me. I walked real slow back toward the back past these 
windows, hoping someone would see me. They made me 
get down behind some tires on my hands and knees. I saw 
one of them turn the butt of his gun around so he could 
hit me with it. I decided that if they hit me again, I'd play 
possum. He hit me and I just keeled over. 

“One of them said, ‘Shoot him. Shoot him now that he's 
down.’ The other one said, ‘Naw, he's taken care of. " 

With a grin, Hunsucker said, “I was lucky. They started 
out and I thought they'd gone. But I got right here to this 
bay and saw 'em just going out the door. I didn't see their 
car—only heard it... Yes, thought it sounded like either 
a Dodge or Plymouth." 

It was only about 15 minutes after that second hold-up 
that Officers Branscome and East stopped a late-model 
Dodge convertible—and met sudden death. 

With the slaying of the two policemen, other law en- | 
forcement authorities in a wide area were immediately 
alerted. Every officer in the region was determined to get 
the vicious cop-slayers. But they had only the vaguest 
kind of description to go on. All they knew was that they 
were probably looking for a Dodge convertible with at 
least three men—armed—and perhaps the car was being 
driven with one headlight missing. 

Some 30 miles away from the murder scene, in a fash- 
ionable section of Winston-Salem, Officer A. C. Brandon 
was cruising alone. It was about midnight when he noticed 
a car driving very slowly along Knollwood Road. The car, 

(Continued on page 53) 


Apprehended in suspect car were two pairs of brothers: 
Charles and James Monroe, handcuffed (|. rear); and 
Lexie and Perry Sanders, behind Dep. John Taylor (r.) 


Would you invest $3.00 ... if 
/ promise to save you HUNDREDS? 


.. Says Scott Allan of 20222222 DISTRIBUTORS 


Undoubtedly your answer is "Yes!" "But," you ask, 
"What's the catch...how do | know I’m not taking a 
chance on losing my $3.00?" 

Now you're being smart. | like people that force me 
to prove myself. That's why | want you to try me 
out. Give me a complete and thorough test and | will 
absolutely guarantee that you will not lose your $3.00. 
Take as long as you want. ..even a уеаг...апа if you 
decide that | have misled you, or if you are not 
satisfied for any reason whatsoever, | will immediately 
refund your entire $3.00. 


The point is, you have a chance to invest $3.00 on a 
NO RISK basis! | cannot prove right here and now 
exactly how much you will save. This will depend 
entirely on you. It may return little, but more likely 
it should return you HUNDREDS OF DOLLARS with 
ease! 

How can | be so sure that you'll SAVE and that 
there's NO risk? You'll deal with one of America's 
largest and most respected distributors of nationally 
advertised merchandise. They buy only the very best 
FAMOUS BRANDS in very large quantities. So, of 
course, they get a better price...and this means 
they can sell to you at up to 60% OFF RETAIL 
PRICES! 

You'll buy direct through Majestic Distributors. . just 
like many large corporations do...at a fraction of 
regular retail prices. This extraordinary program pro- 
vides MORE SERVICES, offers GREATER SAVINGS, 
and is UNLIKE any ever offered before! 

It is important to note that these savings of up to 
60%...sometimes even more...are off prices you'll 
find in local stores for the same items. Further, you 


won't have to leave your home to shop. Everything is ` 


handled with amazing speed by mail. You'll save on 
gas, and won't have to fight crowds or bad weather. 


UP TO 60% off RETAIL! 


. Can you imagine buying а $1018.00 114-Ct. Diamond 


Engagement Ring for only $599.00? TAM O-SHAN- 
TER Golf Balls for less than 25€ each? A $16.95 All- 
Aluminum Extension Ladder for a mere $9.97. 
ROSS's amazing 10-transistor Micro-Mini Radio for 
only $4.80. A $39.95 SKIL 3/8" Reversible Drill 
for $28.77. A famous SMITH-CORONA Portable Type- 
writer for just $38.66. | could go on and on about 
Air Conditioners, Garden Tools, Snow Plows, etc.— 
things you could save on right now! 

Now, imagine how your savings will multiply when 
you can choose from over 20,000 selections in our 
thick 484 page, colorfully illustrated General Catalog. 
Really staggering, isn't it? But wait, this is only the 
beginning! Add to this all the specials in our January- 
February “Тор of the Year" Sale. . .our "Swing-into- 
Spring" Sale. . „апа our big Summer Catalog. In July 
we have more sizzling values...and in the Fall a 
brand new General Catalog plus a special gift flyer. 


HERE'S THE OFFER I'LL MAKE! 


Send me $3.00 right now and ! will enroll you as a 
LIFETIME MEMBER in the Majestic Shopping Pro- 
gram. There will be no other dues, renewals, or other 
membership charges ever. Not only will you save 
hundreds of dollars this very year...but you can go 
on saving year after year until you save thousands. 
We'll keep catalogs and other benefits coming as 
long as you keep using them. 

| can promise that your investment will start paying 
dividends in no time flat. Our big 484 page 1970 
General Catalog wil! be sent to you immediately. Oth- 
er flyers, bulletins and catalogs will follow automat- 
ically as soon as they're off the press. For instance, 
in March, May and July you'll see the very latest 
Spring and Summer merchandise, much of it long 
before it appears in your local stores. 


PLL STRETCH Your "DOLLAR POWER"! 


You'll be in the best buying position possible on items like 
these and. many, many more. 
Coffee Makers 


Adding Machines Lighting Fixtures 


Air Conditioners Cookware Luggage 
Appliances Cutlery Office Furnishings 
Auto Supplies Desks Phonographs 
Baby Needs Diamond Rings Pool Tables 
Barbells Dinnerware Radios 
Barometers Draperies Refrigerators 
Bathroom Needs Fireplace Sets Shavers 
Bicycles. Floor Polishers Snow Plows 
Binoculars Garden Supplies Sporting Goods 
Blankets Golf Clubs Tools 

Cabinets Hair Dryers Toys (61 pages) 
Cameras Heaters Vacuum Cleaners 
Carpeting Humidifiers Washing Machines 
Christmas Decorations Jewelry Watches 

Clothing Lawn Mowers 


You'll have access to all the TOP BRANDS, names you can 
trust! Here's just a partial list: 


Airguide Kitchen-Aid Revereware 
Benrus Kodak Ronson 
Bissell Lightoiler Samsonite 
Bushnell! Mattel Skil 

Cannon Motorola Smith-Corona 
Clairol Norelco Sony 
Coleman Olivetti-Underwood Sunbeam 
Cosco Oneida Sylvania 
Ekco Oster Tensor 
Farberware Ozite Toastmaster 
Garcia Panasonic Waltham 
General Electric Parker Waring 
Gruen Pincor West-Bend 
Hamilton Beach Polaroid Westinghouse 
Hanovia RCA Wilson 
Hoover Regina Zebco 
International Silver Remington Zenith 


SAVE Up To $1000 on NEW CARS, too! 


Through Majestic's famous Hot Line to Car Buying 
you can get-brand new, factory guaranteed Cadil- 
lacs, Buicks, Chevrolets, Fords, Plymouths, Mer- 
cedes. . almost any make or model--U.S. or foreign 
...at savings that will absolutely amaze you. They 
come factory equipped from a dealer. . .but you get. 
special prices and the car is delivered right to your 
hometown. 


SAVE ON JUST ABOUT ANYTHING! 


Ail you have to do is write to our Personnel Shopper 
and you'll receive manufacturers’ catalogs or bro- 
chures оп many items you want...all the models that 
are available...and the lowest price available. Think 
of the extra savings this can mean when it comes to 
buying a major appliance, furnishing a home, and 


' other major investments! 


Have you ever tried to put on a bazaar, penny social, 
or tried to raise money for a worthy church or school 
cause? Imagine how simple it is for us, with all our 
years of experience, to work up a good money- 
making idea for you. We have loads of fine items to 
offer, and the know-how to make your next project a 
whopping success. 


Remember, we are not a directory service. You do 
business with usand through us at all times and you 
can buy as little or.as much as you want. 


We're members of the Skokie Chamber of Commerce, 
and also the Chicago Chamber of Commerce. We've 
been in business over 40 years. Read what our mem- 
bers say! Here's a few quotes from letters on file. 


“Ме are always pleased with our merchandise 
that we buy at your wonderful Мајеѕііс.. .епјоу 
every page in your catalog."...Mrs. W. R., Sr. 
Prospect Hts., Ш. 


"| want to thank you for your personal effort in 
helping us obtain our Color Television" .. .J. K., 
Midland, Texas 


"| must say that i am delighted with the fine 
quality and service of your outlit".. Mrs. В. C. 
K., Jr. 


"| appreciate your service...| hadn't expected 
service ‘‘by-mail’’ to be so efficient". ..Mr. D. 
W. S., Albuquerque, N.M. 


‘| have purchased many items. . .find all of them 
to be first class merchandise!'’...Mrs. J. А. В. 


“Thank you for cataloging things...that no one 
around here had ever seen"'...Mrs. Н. Н, E., 
Chester, Virginia 


HAVE | PROVED MY POINT? 


l've said this is the more extensive service of its 
kind ever offered! | promise your small investment 
can mean literally hundreds of dollars in savings to 
you...and even more! Here's what you'll be entitled 
to if you send me your $3.00 now— 

You'll save up to 60% OFF RETAIL PRICES on 
NATIONALLY advertised merchandise. 

You'll receive a huge 484 page GENERAL CATALOG 
with over 20,000 selections every year. 

Special Sale, Spring, Summer, Christmas and other 
books will be sent every other month. 

Our PERSONAL SHOPPER will also offer savingson 
Furniture, Major Appliances, Furs and other items 
that may not be in our regular catalogs. 

You'll save UP TO $1000.00 on brand new, factory 
guaranteed automobiles. 

And, oh yes, | nearly forgot. With our PREFERRED 
CREDIT PLAN there's no need to pay in advance. 
Just establish yourself...and say "CHARGE IT!” 


One word of caution. In order to maintain our high 
level of service and because we have only so many 
catalogs and other materials on hand, | can only 
accept a limited number of new members to our 
Shopping program. So please don't take a chance 
on missing out on these great savings. Fill in your 
name, address and be sure to include your zip code 
on the coupon below, and mail it along with your 
$3.00. Please, do it TODAY! 


SPECIAL! IF YOU ACT NOW! 


The president of our company has just told me that 
he doesn't want to keep your $3.00. Here's what he 
wants me to do. When | send you your first catalog, 
| am to send you three $1.00 certificates you can 
use as cash, with each order you send us amounting 
to $10.00 or more. This way, you'll have your money 
back in no time. But, | am permitted to make this 
offer only to new members that join in the next 15 
days. So hurry please! 


ts ПН БО out here and тай today 77 Tam——— v— v——X AMA $— M 


NAME 
ADDRESS 


To: MAJESTIC DISTRIBUTORS 
8250 Skokie Boulevard, Skokie, І. 60076 


Please enroll me in your Majestic Shopping Program so | can start saving. | enclose 
$3.00 registration fee which 1 understand will be returned in the form of three $1.00 
merchandise certificates, There will be no other fees, dues or renewals. 


‘CITY. 


Dept. 10-723 


STATE 


IMPORTANT: Postal regulations 
require your ZIP CODE [ 1] 


early days of June, 1969, that there was a 

“real stud"—a guy who knew his way around 

and who could engineer a bustout for those who 
wanted to go for broke—being held as a federal prisoner. 
The word was that he would not be around too long 
but that he could get the job done if those who wanted 
to break out with him would string along. 

Many times such rumors prove false, but this time 
they were true. There was a man in the jail who could 
mastermind the escape. 

His name was William Moore Pegram. 

He had reportedly vowed to take an agent of the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation with him before he died and 
boasted that he had never given up without a struggle 
when cornered by lawmen. 

And those who saw the big rawboned man of 53 who 
stood six-foot-two and weighed 200 pounds taking a 
shower had no reason to question his reputation. 

There were the marks of old bullet wounds on his stom- 
ach, arms and legs. His broken nose was twisted to one 
side because it had failed to set properly after a fight, 
and the gray was starting to creep into his hair. 

Pegram was awaiting transfer in connection with a Mis- 


HISPERS went through the cells at the Shelby 
W County Jail in Memphis, Tennessee, during the 


 Sissippi bank robbery. Sergeant Elvis Anderton of the 


Shelby County sheriff's office said Pegram was well 
known by Memphis authorities, and described him as a 
“tough egg who has been in shootouts before and won't 
hesitate to fight it out again." 

The only other prisoner in the jail whom Pegram 
knew was Thomas Farrow Prescott, another lawbreaker 
being held for Federal authorities. Prescott also was 
known to specialize in bank jobs. 

Taking. Prescott into his confidence, Pegram carefully 
made plans for the break. Hacksaw blades were smuggled 
into the jail and, one by one, Pegram lined up nine of the 
state prisoners he felt would be of the most value to him 
during the crucial early hours of the planned escape. Pe- 
gram was known to authorities as a loner, who had little 
traffic with the men who worked with him on the crimes 
he perpetrated. 

The man who started his lawless career as a whiskey 
runner down south and who hadn't seen the inside of a 
schoolroom since he quit the fifth grade, was known to 
like expensive clothes and to favor the best motels and 
hotels when he was spending his loot between crimes. 

Law enforcement officers said he usually planned the 
job and provided the necessary equipment. They said he 


' then contacted those whom he needed by telephoning 


The gun-happy Midwest badman had busted out of prison after prison. 


He hated G-Men with a consuming passion, and as a multi-state 


William Pegram had a reputation as a loner who never stuck 
with his accomplices, once they had served his purposes . . 


dragnet closed in on him, he vowed he wouldn't be taken alive and 
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by BILL BILLOTTE 


them, parting company with them as soon as possible after 
the successful flight from the crime scene. 

The state prisoners in the jail took explicit orders from 
Pegram, not realizing that once they were on the outside 
they would be strictly on their own’ Unknown to them, 
Pegram had arranged for a fast car to be parked near the 
jail in which he could take off, along with Prescott. Pegram 
also was counting on the other prisoners, without trans- 
portation, creating enough confusion to draw attention 
from himself and Prescott, who could be of future use to 
him: 

In making his plans, Pegram noted that repairs were 
being made on the floor of the jail that contained the cells. 
Carefully he watched as the men worked, hoping that 
they might make a mistake he could turn to his own ad- 
vantage. 

And then, on the night of June 28th, a Saturday, Pegram 
was given some information that made him step up his 
plans. A workman had left an acetylene torch in a tele- 
phone booth on the cell floor. Pegram made a quick de- 
cision—the break had to be made in the next 12 hours. 

Somehow, in the next few hours, Pegram got possession 
of the torch; apparently, with his expert knowledge of one 
of his favorite bank burglary tools, he put it to good use. 

When Shelby County enforcement officials learned in the 
early morning hours that the break had been made, 11 of 
the prisoners had made good their escape, touching off 
one of the biggest manhunts in recent years. Before 24 
hours had passed eight of the state prisoners were back 
in custody. 

But Pegram and Prescott and one of the state cons had 
vanished. They had cut through steel bars and doors. Fur- 
ther investigation revealed that Pegram and possibly Pres- 
cott and the state prisoner had escaped in a 1960 two-tone 


Trooper Neihart narrowly escaped death when a bullet from 
suspect's gun disabled the officer's pistol as they grappled 


Chevrolet which had been parked near the jail by an 
*unknown white male." 

The angered authorities issued a bulletin on Pegram. It 
read, in part: © 

“Pegram is a well known oldtime criminal figure who 
has criminal associates in many sections of the United 
States. Pegram is an accomplished safe burglar and he 
and others have made statements to the effect that he 
was going to lead a safe burglary group ‘once I make an 
escape.' 

"Prescott is a convicted bank robber and may work 
with Pegram. Subjects and their associates should be 
considered to be armed and extremely dangerons. Pegram 
has fired at arresting officers on two occasions in the past 
and has stated he will not be taken alive." 

A study of just a few of Pegram's brushes with the law 
justified the report. : 

Taking into consideration just the past 10 years, Robert 
G. Jensen, special agent in charge of the Memphis, FBI 
office, noted that Pegram had been paroled from the Fed- 
eral penitentiary in Atlanta, Georgia on July 29, 1966, 
where he had been serving a sentence for a 1958 bank 
burglary at Shannon City, Iowa. Since that time he had 
been in almost constant conflict with the law. 

Local Memphis authorities said Pegram had been a “no- 
torious hoodlum” in that area for years and that when he 
got too hot to operate there he would make an occasional 
foray into the Midwest. 

On November 7, 1967, Pegram again came to the atten- 
tion of the federal authorities. This time he, and the group 
he had gathered to assist him, hit the First National Bank 
at Hickory Flat, Mississippi, which had appeared to Pegram 
to be a soft touch. 

The substantial sum of money Pegram thought he could 
get was there, but the bank officials had apparently been 
doing their homework, studying the recommendations of 
the FBI on how to take precautions when the number of 
local officers are limited. 

Long after the residents of Hickory Flat had gone to 
sleep, Pegram and three others moved in, neatly cutting 
through the lock on the front door of the bank. Pegram, 
using his high-priced equipment, soon cut a two-by-two 
foot hole in the vault door and then went to work on the 
safe within the vault. 

Unknown to the burglars, the bank was equipped with 
microphone equipment which transferred sound from the 
vault to the home of one of the bank officials after hours. 

Hearing the sound of the automatic cutting tools, the of- 
ficial notified local authorities, who swiftly moved in on the 
bank. Somehow the burglars became alarmed before the 
officers closed in, however, and fled. 

The investigating officers knew immediately they were 
dealing with professional bank burglars whem they care- 
fully studied the crime scene. 

The burglars had bored a one-inch hole in the safe be- 
fore they were spooked off. A green hose had been at- 
tached to a water faucet in the wash room and snaked into 
the vault to cool off the cutting tools and the surface of 
the vault. 

Several safety deposit boxes had been looted and the 
investigators sloshed around in ankle-deep water in the 
vault as they carefully tried to preserve evidence. The 
FBI, because the bank was federally insured, had been 
notified immediately. 

J. W. Warren, a crack investigator from the Mississippi 
Highway Patrol, arrived at the scene early and made a 
professional estimate of the evidence. He found an oxygen 
tank, cutting tools, two three-pound sledge hammers, and 
two wrecking bars. 

Warren found charred currency which apparently had 
been burned as the burglars cut their way in to the safe. 
But he also found, intact, $45,000 which would have been 
gone if the microphone equipment had not alerted the bank 
official and prompt action by the local law enforcement 
officers had not frightened the burglars off.' 

The investigators found reason to believe the burglars 
had fled on foot. 

Outside, 25 yards to the east of the front door of the 
bank in the parking lot of an automobile company, was a 
red Chevrolet truck with Tennessee license plates. Near 
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the truck was a canvas bag of coins with the name of the 
First National Bank of Hickory Flat on it. 

At 10 a. m. that morning the hastily organized manhunt 
captured Pegram, scratched and weary, in a wooded area 
several miles from Hickory Flat. Another of the suspected 
burglars was nabbed at a roadblock at the wheel of a car 
registered to a relative of Pegram’s. 

On March 8, 1968, Pegram pleaded not guilty in the 
United States District Court in Oxford, Mississippi, but 
on May 8th, he changed his plea to guilty. 

Judge William C. Keady on May 24th sentenced Pegram 
to 14 years on the bank burglary charge and two years for 
transporting firearms across state lines. Judge Keady ruled 
the sentences were to run consecutively. 

Pegram still was facing charges of having burglarized a 
postoffice in Tennessee and July found him in the Madison 
County Jail in Jackson. 

Found guilty, the rangy, tough-talking criminal spent 
little time worrying about any additional sentence he might 
receive. He had his mind on other matters. 


And on July 9th Pegram and two other cons broke out. ` 


While in custody, Pegram had made no secret about how 
he felt—he openly boasted that if he ever made it to the 
outside again he would never be taken alive and that 
“when I get it, I'll take an FBI agent with me!" 

He was now high on the list of criminals sought by the 
FBI and every clue as to his whereabouts was run down 
—the crackpot tips, the word of informers and every bank 
job that bore his now well known modus operandi. 

But for two months, Pegram seemed to have fled his 
usual haunts. 

Then, on September 22nd, FBI agents in Mena, Arkan- 
sas, got a tip that Pegram was holed up in a motel on the 
outskirts of that city. Carefully, the agents closed in and 
cornered Pegram, gun in hand, in a passageway. 

Agent in Charge Herbert E. Hoxie shouted for the 
crouching bank burglar to throw down his weapon and 
surrender. Pegram snarled an epithet and fired his pistol 
at the advancing agent. 

Fully aware that Pegram had boasted he would not be 
taken alive and that he intended to take “an agent with 
me,” Hoxie returned his fire. The FBI man’s bullet found 


its mark. Pegram slipped sideways from the impact of the 
slug and fell, cursing and vainly trying to get off another 
shot at Hoxie. 

Shot in the lower abdomen, Pegram was taken to a hos- 
pital and was later returned to Jackson, Tennessee. 

Thus far, he had not made good on his threat to kill an 
agent, but neither was he dead himself. And this was the 
way matters stood when Pegram led the 10 others in the 
escape from the Shelby County Jail in Memphis during 
the early morning hours of June 29, 1969. 

Again the word went out on Pegram. Agents of the 
FBI and law enforcement officers of a dozen Southern 
cities combined their efforts in an all-out attempt to nab 
the man who, they were confident, would eventually make 
good his boast to kill someone. 

The days and weeks passed without a single solid tip 
as to where the bank burglar might be holed up. р 

Then, remembering that Pegram sometimes made forays 
into the Middle West when conditions became too hot in 
his usual operating area, the search spread to Iowa, Mis- 
souri and Nebraska. But the summer passed without re- 
sults. And then, as fall came on, his pursuers found reason 
to believe that Pegram and some of his associates were 
operating in Iowa. 

A bulletin was circulated to all members of the Iowa 
Bankers Association by one of its officials. It urged all 
members to be on the alert for five men who might be 
ready to case their institutions in preparation for burglary. 

The FBI warned in the bulletin that “one or more of 
these. individuals might contact personnel at a bank on the 
pretext of being interested in buying land in the area and, 
while doing so, look the bank over with the intent of re- 
turning to burglarize it.” 

Cars known to have been used in the past by the sus- 
pects were listed and the bulletin ended with the warn- 
ing: 

“No action should be taken regarding the above which 
would jeopardize the life and safety of any individual” 
but accredited enforcement agencies should be advised 
swiftly of any pertinent information regarding the suspects. 

At the top of that list was William Moore Pegram, with 
his description. The next name on the list was that of 


William M. Clubb, who was fast becoming as eagerly sought 
as his more notoriously known associate. 

Clubb, the bulletin noted, at 42 was more than 10 years 
younger than Pegram—and bigger. His height was listed 
to be between six-foot two and six-four, with his weight 
varying between 220 and 240 pounds. It said his hair was 
brown, his eyes blue, and that he was a fugitive from 
justice. 

Clubb was wanted for the interstate transportation of 
stolen property and records showed he had also jumped 
a bond of $25,000 posted on a murder charge. Authorities 
pointed out that Clubb was known to have associated 
with Pegram in the past and they feared the two desperate 
law breakers again might have joined forces. 

All law enforcement officers were quietly informed that 
it was believed Pegram was driving a souped-up 1969 
Oldsmobile, green with a dark brown top, with the Iowa 
license 78-39726. 

The license number with the prefix number of “78” had 
a special significance to lawmen in southwest Iowa and 
eastern Nebraska because it meant the plates were issued 
in Iowa’s Pottawattamie County; the county buildings in 
Council Bluffs are just across the Missouri River from 
Omaha on the Nebraska side. 

But October passed with no trace of Pegram or any of 
the crew believed to have joined him. 

The FBI agents working out cf the Federal Building at 
Fifteenth and Dodge Streets, which is bureau headquarters 
for Iowa and Nebraska, were particularly interested. 

But on the Indian summer Sunday afternoon of Novem- 
ber 2nd, Agent John B. McFee Jr. was contemplating a 
restful afternoon at the home of a fellow agent, James K. 
Hall, as he drove his car along a street in southwest Omaha. 
With him were his wife, and their three young sons. 

Through long habit as an agent, McFee scanned the sur- 
rounding area as he tooled his car along while he made 
small talk with his wife and children. 

Suddenly, his hands tightened on the wheel of the car 
as he noticed an Oldsmobile with Iowa plates in a parking 
lot by a store. The color was dark brown over green, but 
there was no one behind the wheel. 

And then he saw the man in the public telephone booth 


Holed up in perfect cover formed by two cars near garage (far left, opp. 
page), heavily armed desperado fired barrage at Tr. Neihart, who took 
cover behind Cadillac, which was badly riddled. In fugitive/s souped-up 
Oldsmobile (above) his captors found additional weapons and ammunition 


at Eighty-fourth and K Streets, a short distance from the 
parked car. | 

"Tm going to have to pull into that filling station on the 
other side of the street and phone the Bureau," McFee 
said to his wife, trying to keep his tone casual. "We have 
been looking for that car in the lot and the guy in the phone 
booth may be our man." 

Careful not to show undue haste, McFee pulled into 
the drive of the filling station and went to a telephone. In 
turn, he called FBI headquarters, the police station, and 
Agent Hall at his home. 

“I think I have Pegram spotted in a public phone 
booth," he said to Hall. “The police have cruisers on the 
way." 

d join you as quick as I can get there," his fellow agent 
said. 

A. short time later, McFee noted three cruisers quietly 
sliding to a stop to block the three entrances to the lot, 
while two more came into the drive of the filling station just 
as Hall arrived in his car. Instructing his wife to take the 
children to Agent Hall's home, McFee got into one of the 
cruisers and Hall joined the police officers in the other. 

“Watch it!" McFee said tensely to the officers with him. 
“He’s making a break." 

The man who had been using the public telephone sud- 
denly sprinted from the booth, leaped into his car, and 
started the powerful engine, which immediately roared into 
action. Ignoring the blocked entrances of the lot, the 
fleeing man rocketed across the grass divider, over a curb 
into the street and sped north on Eighty-fourth Street. 

Almost immediately the pursuing officers realized they 
might be facing an unequal contest as the Oldsmobile 
quickly picked up speed. 

At Eighty-fourth and F Streets, with three cruisers in 
pursuit, the fleeing suspect encountered two more police 
cruisers wheeling into position for a roadblock. 

The Oldsmobile careened around one of them as a po- 
liceman fired into the front right fender with a shotgun. 
He was certain the blast had found its mark, but the fugi- 
tive car continued on its way. 

Other prowl cars, speeding in from the east and north, 
took up the chase with sirens screaming in a fruitless 
effort to overtake the car, which was 
weaving in and out of the Sunday 
afternoon traffic leaving  terrified 
drivers in its wake. 

The last sight the pursuers had of 
the fleeing car was when it turned 
east on Interstate 80. 

Within minutes, more than 50 law 
enforcement officers had joined the 
search, with deputies from the Doug- 
las County Sheriff's office and Neb- 
raska State Patrolmen moving in to 
help the police and FBI agents. 

Roadblocks were thrown up at 
other strategic points in the area, but 
the fast-moving Oldsmobile seemed to 
have vanished into thin air. After 
their last glimpse of it weaving 
through the traffic, the pursuers had 
lost it completely. 

Those who had been in on the ini- 
tial stages of the chase knew they 
were dealing with a desperate man 
and, as the others moved in, car radios 
crackled with instructions to take no 
chances with the suspect believed to 
be William Moore Pegram. 

Officers not at the roadblocks cau- 
tiously moved along side streets, the- 
orizing that the suspect, who had prob- 
ably been the subject of many simi- 
lar pursuits, would probably pull into 
the first secluded place he could find. 

The next hour yielded no results. 

At the Harold Osbahr farm about 
four miles southeast of Springfield, a 
small town a short distance southwest 
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of Omaha, the farm owner and his guests, Mr. and Mrs. 
Oliver Likes and their children, visiting. from South 
Sioux City, Nebraska, about 90 miles to the north, had 
just fininshed dinner. Likes is the brother-in-law of 
Osbahr. 

Their friendly conversation was interrupted by a knock 
on the front door. Answering, Osbahr found a tall, raw- 
boned man standing there. He said that he had run out of 
gasoline and wondered if Osbahr had any on hand, as 
many farmers do to operate their equipment. 

Osbahr told the stranger that he was sorry, but he didn't 
have any. The man then asked the farmer if he would take 
him into the nearest town so he could buy some. 

In a typical hospitable gesture, common among the men 
and women who live on farms where one neighbor often 
depends on another for help when the occasion demands, 
Osbahr agreed, telling the stranger he had two empty 
five gallon cans on the place and that he would be glad to 
drive him to Springfield and back. 

As the farmer and the stranger approached a filling sta- 
tion, Osbahr noticed the roadblock set up on Highway 50 
which led into the small town's main street. The farmer 
wanted to drive over and find out why it was there. 

"Never mind," the stranger said 
quietly. "Let's just drive into the fil- 
ling station, and get back to your 
place, I want to get on my way." 

Osbahr didn't object. He drove in 
and they had the two five-gallon cans 
filled. The stranger paid the bil but 
the farmer was beginning to wonder. 

You just don't walk up to a man's 
front door, ask him to help you get 
gas and then tell him where he can 
stop and who he can talk to on the 
way. 

When they arrived back at the 
farm, the stranger set one of the five- 
gallon cans on the trunk of the spark- 
ling new Oldsmobile after he had 
taken out a small hose and started to 
siphon the gas into the tank of the car. 

Stil appearing to be friendly, the 
man quietly told Osbahr that he could 
"handie it from there on out" and 
that the farmer ought to go back in- 
to his house and rejoin his guests. 

Osbahr did as he was advised, but 
he was virtually convinced by now 
he was no longer just doing a favor 
for a stranger who had run out of gas 
on a country road. 

Telling his brother-in-law, Likes, 
and the others in the house there 
might be trouble, that he suspected 
the man putting gasoline in his car 
out in the yard might be wanted by 
the police, Osbahr telephoned his bro- 
ther, Ralph, who lives just two houses 
from where the roadblock had been 
set up. 

Osbahr's brother wasn't in the house, but he told his 
wife to tell her husband to go to the roadblock and ask if 
they were looking for a green Oldsmobile with an Iowa 
license. 

“Tell them,” he said, “it’s out here." 

Ralph Osbahr went to the roadblock after his wife de- 
livered his brother’s message. At the roadblock was 
Nebraska State Trooper Harold G. Neihart, with five years 
experience on the patrol. 

Ralph relayed the message his brother had sent to him 
а his wife and started to direct the trooper to the 
arm. 

“How about going along and showing me the fastest 
way—it could get rough." 

Ralph agreed. He climbed into the patrol car and in a 
short time Trooper Neihart was cautiously tooling his way 
of the quarter mile dirt lane, shielded by shrubs, to be 
Osbahr farm house. 


About 30 yards before they reached the house, Neihart 
and Ralph Osbahr got out of the patrol car and saw the 
suspect, through the shrubs, siphoning the gasoline into his 
car. 

Taking the riot gun from its sling in the cruiser, Trooper 
Neihart walked toward the man siphoning gas into his car 
and told him to “put your hands behind your head.” The 
man complied and the trooper asked him if he was the 
owner of the Oldsmobile. 

“No,” the tall man said. “He’s over there in the garage.” 

For a split second, the trooper glanced toward the gar- 
age. That was all the suspect needed. He charged Neihart 
and clutched at his hip in an effort to rip the trooper’s 
service pistol from its holster. 

As they wrestled, the suspect tore off the leather strap 
that secured Neihart’s pistol in the holster, but when 
the trooper turned his body away he could not get the gun. 
Suddenly the suspect reached inside his own jacket. His 
hand came out with a .38 caliber pistol of his own and he 
fired it as he and the law officer struggled. 

The slug from the pistol hit the revolving chamber of 
Neihart’s handgun, jamming it, and а moment later the two 
men fell to the ground. The trooper’s pistol fell from the 


Despite gunshot wound in his back, courageous trooper. never stopped shooting 
and finally brought down Pegram (above), who was hit in head and both legs .. . 
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holster as he and the suspect rolled away from each other, 
seeking vantage points behind cars from which to shoot it 
out. 

Neihart ducked behind Harold Osbahr’s 1954 Cadillac, 
which was parked some distance from the suspect’s Olds- 
mobile. Another car and that of the suspect were parked 
in a manner that formed a V-shaped natural fortress from 
behind which the cursing suspect could shoot. 

When Ralph Osbahr heard the sound of the shot from 
the suspect’s gun as the men grappled and saw Neihart 
fall he assumed the trooper was wounded. 

He jumped into the trooper’s patrol car and started to 


. broadcast over the radio for help—relaying what had hap- 


pened at his brother's farm since his arrival and issuing 
directions on how the farm could be reached. 

Still firing his pistol at Neihart, the suspect managed 
to open the trunk of his car and pull out two .30 caliber 
M-1 carbines and a shotgun as the trooper, who was un- 
hurt, fired at him with his riot gun. 


Knowing that he could not count on his pistol in the 
fight, Neihart was grateful for the Patrol practice of seal- 
ing several riot gun shells to the stock of each gun. He 
knew аз the suspect slammed shot after shot into the old 
car that was protecting him that he had to make every 
shell of his own count. Each man had to expose himself 
momentarily when he attempted to get off an effective 
blast. 

As the sound of the shootout shattered the calm of the 
Sunday afternoon, Harold Osbahr, in the house, herded 
the women and children into the back bedrooms and in- 
structed them to get down on the floor. 

His brother-in-law, Likes, went into the bathroom where 
he could observe the fight going on outside through a 
window. 

The trooper could see his pistol on the ground as he 
and the suspect fought it out. In the middle of the ex- 
change as he raised up from the protection of the old 
Cadillac, the trooper felt a searing sensation in the lower 
part of his back and knew he had been hit. 

In the distance he could hear the sound of the sirens as 
prowl cars answering the call of Osbahr that a fight was in 
progress at the farm moved in. But the trooper knew they 


William Clubb, known associate of Pegram, is still at 
large. FBI warns he should be considered dangerous 


might not get there in time. 

Likes raised his head to look out the bathroom window 
and the suspect snapped off a shot at him. A moment later, 
someone from the house shouted that Likes had been hit. 

And then, as Neihart carefully nursed his last couple 
of riot gun shells, he got another clear view of the suspect 
and fired. Ralph Osbahr in the cruiser, which the suspect 
had fired at when he realized there was a man in there 
using the radio, saw the suspect go down. | 

“You got him!” he yelled at Neihart. The trooper, with 
blood streaming from the wound in his back, came out from 
behind the old shot-shattered Cadillac. With his riot gun 
leveled at the man laying face down on the ground, he 
walked over, pulled his arms behind him and put the hand- 
cuffs on his prisoner. 

Ralph ran down to the road and signaled to the other law 
enforcement officers to “come on in.” 

“They got there at the time it was all over,” he said 
later. “But I told them one thing. I said that trooper up 


there deserves a medal.” He added admiringly. 

Later, in the hospital in Omaha, Trooper Neihart disa- 
greed with Ralph Osbahr. | 

“Here’s а man who shared the danger with me, and who 
had no obligation to do anything, telling how good I was,” 
Neihart said. “Hé’s the one who deserves the praise along 
with his brother who called him. They got involved and so 
did I, but that's my job—I had no other way to go." 

The wounded suspect, immediately identified as Pegram, 
also was taken to a hospital, along with Likes, who had 
suffered a head wound. Both men were described as being 
in critical condition. 

Ralph Osbahr told the officers that he knew he had 
been fired at three times as he leaned forward in the patrol 
car to use the radio from his position in the back seat. 

“Every time I leaned forward, the guy would fire at me,” 
Ralph said. “He had to stand up to do that and I figured 
that every time he did it gave my friend, the trooper, a 
chance to hit him.” 

Asked if he had any reaction to his part in the shootout, 
Ralph, a truck driver who went back to work the next 
day, said: 

“I wasn't shaking or anything. Stuff like that doesn't 
seem to bother me. I figure if it happens, it happens, and 
you do the best you can." 

The wound suffered by Neihart proved to be a super- 
ficial one and after treatment he was permitted to go home 
to his wife and children. 

Shot in both legs and the head, Pegram, under heavy 


‚ guard, went into surgery. 


When he came out and an attending physician asked how 
he felt, the gunman glared at him and muttered an ob- 
scenity. They were the last words he spoke. From then on 
he indicated with gestures that he had lost the power of 
speech as the result of his head wound. 

Noting Pegram's escape record, Sarpy County Attor- 
ney Dixon Adams ordered that the prisoner be taken to 
the Nebraska State Penitentiáry in Lincoln as soon as he 
could be moved from the hospital. 

Adams charged Pegram with shooting with intent to kill, 
wound or maim, and possession of burglary tools. 

Authorities found that Pegram had $2800 in cash on him 
when he was shot down. In the trunk of the new car they 
found the finest and most complete set of burglary tools 
seen in the area in recent years. 

The car was also equipped with special shock absorbers 
so that the heavy weight of the tools would not create a 
sag that might attract the attention of a sharp-eyed 
policeman. Inspecting the powerful engine, the officers 
shook their heads. 

*He could have run away from us any time he wanted 
to step on the gas," said one policeman who had pursued 
Pegram when he fled the parking lot. “Come to think of it, 
that's just what he did do." 

The fact that he had also been carrying two .30 caliber 
M-1 rifles, a shotgun and the .38 pistol also was graphic 
evidence that Pegram intended to carry out his boast to 
shoot it out with any lawmen who tried to take him into 
custody. 

Authorities were not convinced that Pegram had lost the 
power of speech as he stared at them sullenly and refused 
to reply to any questions after being advised of his consti- 
tutional rights. 

John Greenholtz, deputy warden at the Nebraska Peni- 
tentiary, shrugged when asked his opinion. 

“We have him in a locked room at the penitentiary hos- 
pital,” he said. “He is up and around, and hasn't written 
a letter or asked to see anybody. When doctors talk to him, 
he nods or refuses to answer. There are guards out in the 
hall. All we want to do is be sure he is available when they 
come to take him to court." 

An unusual aspect of the case came up when Oliver 
Likes, who had been shot by Pegram in the farmhouse, 
sued Pegram for $500,000 in Federal District Court in 
Omaha after he had been dismissed from Methodist Hos- 
pital in "satisfactory condition." Likes claimed his health 
had been permanently damaged as the result of his head 
wound. 

(Continued on page 73 ) 
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Cool and daring, he chose only beautiful girls for his victims 
and he'd vanish like a will о’ the wisp once he had sated 
his lust. No one had the vaguest clue to his identity, 


till a shrewd detective spotted a pattern and set out 


TEMPTING BAIT FOR 
 GEORGIA'S | 
APOLOGETIC RAPIST 


by HOWARD E. NELSON 


Lovely Carolyn Hanson, who normally works in the police records division, had special qualifications for a dangerous assignment 


HE WOMAN groped for the doorknob at the en- 
trance to her Northeast Atlanta apartment, ham- 
pered by the load of damp wash which filled her 
arms. Alone for the evening she had used the idle 
hours to take care of several minor chores before her 
two daughters returned home from their Sunday night 
dates. The washing had taken a little longer than she'd 
expected, and with the time now past 10 o'clock on the 
evening of April 6, 1969, she was anxious to get her 
stockings hung in the bathroom so that they would dry 
in time for her work the next day as a manicurist 
Shoving the door open with her knee, she went on 
through the living room without bothering to set down 
the load of clothes so that she could flip on the light 
switch. The woman, a 46-year-old widow, deposited the 
basket on the floor of the bathroom and turned on the 
light there. . 
A Without warning, she was suddenly seized from behind 
in a steely grip. A rough hand was clamped over her mouth. 
The frail woman, more surprised than frightened, 
thought for a moment that one of her children had sneaked 
in and was playing a trick. She struggled slightly, but 
the grip failed to loosen; instead, it cruelly tightened. 
In a sudden wave of fear, the widow struggled fran- 
tically, trying to break free. Thrashing wildly, she thrust 
her àrm through the bathroom window. Glass tinkled to 
the floor, smeared with crimson, and blood pulsed from 
her wrist. A | 
“If you scream,” а gruff voice grated, “ГИ kill you 
Abruptly, the warning penetrated the fog of fear en- 
veloping the victim and she ceased her desperate strug- 
gles. Without another word, her captor wheeled her 
around and began shoving her into the apartment’s south 
bedroom. In the comparative calm after she had ceased 
fighting, the women got a good look at her assailant. He 
was fairly young, she noted with a curiously detached 
part of her mind, with dishwater-blond hair, and he was 
wearing a dirty tee shirt. | | 
Leaving behind a trail of gore from her bleeding wrist, 
the widow was marched into the bedroom, where the same 
gruff voice told her to lie face down on the bed. As she 


[IE 


Det. Wagner laid audacious trap for the marauding rapist 


complied, she felt her hands seized from béhind. They 
were bound, and her head was pulled back to permit 
a nylon stocking to be tied tightly around her eyes as a 
blindfold. 

Apparently satisfied with his precautions, the assailant 
turned his helpless victim over, ripped open her blouse, 
cut off her brassiere, and. quickly began stripping off 
her other garments. Ignoring her frantic pleas and warn- 
ings that her children would be home shortly, he tore off 
her panties and, with brutal directness, raped her. His 
passion sated, he rose heavily from the bed and walked 
across the room. 

“Im sorry," she heard him say in the same gruff voice. 
"I know I shouldn't have done this to you. I know it's 
wrong." : 

The irony of the apology was too much. The victim 
broke into hysterical weeping. One thought stayed up- 
permost in her mind—to get her attacker out of the apart- 
ment. 

*Just go, will you?" she pleaded. "My daughter and 
her boy friend will be here any minute. And slam the 
door when you leave so I'll know you're gone." 

Surprisingly, the man complied. Seconds later, the 
widow heard the rear door of the apartment slam shut. 

For DeKalb County Detective John N. Fenley, the call 
to investigate a rape in the Rocksprings Road area stirred 
immediate misgivings. He well remembered the difficulties 
the department had had with a rapist who haunted that 
part of Atlanta some time back. Although Atlanta itself 
was in Fulton County, some of it spilled over into ad- 
jacent DeKalb County, the state's second most populous 
county. Thus, the hit-and-run rapist had been the De- 
Kalb County Police Department's problem—until he had 
been caught, which, considering the high caliber of law 
enforcement the department maintains, had been almost 
inevitable. 

Detective Fenley briefly interviewed the still-shaken vic- 
tim, getting all the pertinent facts. He then made ar- 
rangements for her to provide a written report on the 
assault later, and sent her to a hospital for treatment of 
the ugly gash on her wrist. Then the detective turned to 
questioning other residents óf the apartment house, hoping 
to find someone who might have seen or heard something 
suspicious. 

He hit paydirt on the very first call, at an apartment 
occupied by a bachelor. 

After explaining briefly the purpose of his questions, 
Fenley was startled to hear the man exclaim, "Oh, no! 
Not again!" 

Only a week earlier, the apartment dweller said, he'd 
heard that a similar attack had been made on another 
woman in the same apartment complex, although not in 
the same building. Fenley hastened over to the resident 
manager's office, verified the report, and checked in with 
the records department to determine if a report on the 
incident had been submitted. As he suspected, the victim 
had not reported the attack. 

To the veteran detective, this was not unusual Many 
times, innocent victims of sexual assaults, rather than 
undergo the humiliation of a possible public trial later 
in which their own virtue is frequently challenged with- 
out justification, prefer simply to live with their bitter 
memory rather than subject themselves to such embar- 
rassment. 

Detective Fenley called on the victims of the earlier rape. 
He was determined to elicit from her any details which 
might assist him in the current investigation, but he was 
equally resolved to spare her any further mental anguish 
than she had already endured. 

A plain woman, obviously in her late 40s, answered the 
doorbell Fenley identified himself, noted the surprise 
which flickered across her countenance, and said: “I guess 
you know what I’m here about.” 

i AMET a moment's hesiation, she replied, “Yes, I guess 

o." 

Although reluctant to discuss the episode which she 
had been trying to forget, the victim told Detective Fen- 
ley briefly what had happened. The pattern, he noted grim- 
ly, had been remarkably similar to the latest rape 
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It any proof was needed that Carolyn Hanson could cope with a male assailant, she produced it in gym workout with "Tiger" 


Six days earlier, the woman had been attacked in her 
apartment by a young man with dishwater-blond hair. He 
had threatened to tie her up, but the woman had talked 
him out of it. After his brutish deed, the youth had apol- 
ogized and begged her forgiveness. The two assaults bore 
a chiling similarity; so similar were they, in fact, that 
Detective Fenley was virtually certain they had been 
perpetrated by the same man. 

In both cases, the attack had occurred at about 10 p.m. 
In each case, the victim had been surprised in her own 
apartment by a man who apparently knew she was alone 
at the time, indicating that the rapist had had the apart- 
ment under surveillance to learn his victim's habits. And 
in both cases, the attacker was a young man with 
dishwater-blond hair, wearing a sport or tee shirt. 

Beyond telling her story to the detective, however, the 
first victim was adamant: She wanted nothing further 
to do with the rape investigation, and certainly wanted 
no part of a public trial if one developed. Fenley thanked 
the woman and left, burdened with the knowledge that 
there was a rapist on the loose who had struck twice and 
might strike again. 

His fears were to prove eminently correct. 

For the next two days, the detective canvassed the 
apartments in the complex, trying to turn up other vic- 
tims of what his colleagues had begun to call “The Apolo- 
getic Rapist.” Fenley also suspected that the attacker 
might live in the sprawling residential neighborhood, since 
he had twice perpetrated his vicious deeds there. Neither 
line of inquiry, however, bore fruit: None of the apart- 
ment residents could recall ever seeing a man of the as- 
sailant’s description in the area, and apparently only two 
women in the complex had been assaulted. 

Meanwhile, the first victim of the rapist, unable to face 
the curious and speculative glances of her neighbors, 
had moved out of the apartment complex. The investiga- 


. tion now seemed stymied by a lack of clues. 


There it stood for almost a month until the night of 
May 1st, when Detectives R. L. “Bud” Glosson and H. T. 
“Tiger” Wagner received a call to investigate a rape. The 
address struck a memory chord in both lawmen. It was 
an apartment project in the 1400 block of Rocksprings 
Circle—the same apartments in which The Apologetic 
Rapist had struck twice already. They hurried to the 
scene, where they learned that the bold and audacious 
rapist had picked not only the same apartment project 
for the third time, he had—for the second time—returned 
to the same apartment ... the very one which had been 


vacated by his first victim after her harrowing experi- 
ence. The latest victim had moved into the same rooms six 
days before. s 

The 26-year-old brown-haired, hazel-eyed woman was 
certainly attractive, with her 115-pound figure trimly dis- 
tributed over a five-foot, three-inch frame. She was, the 
two detectives learned, a recent divorcee and the mother 
of two children, a boy, six years old, and a girl, two. 
Both had been home when the attack occurred. 

A waitress in one of Atlanta's most exclusive hotels, 
she had left work that day around 6:30 p.m., picked 
up her children at the day nursery, and gone home to 
prepare dinner for them. After dinner she had cleaned 
up the two-bedroom apartment, put the children to bed 
about 9 p.m., and sat down to watch television. 

Almost an hour had passed when she heard a noise 
from the rear of the apartment. She listened more close- 
ly, and the noise came again. Thinking one of the chil- 
dren had gotten up, she arose to check and walked back 
toward the bedrooms. k 

Without warning she almost bumped into a man stand- 
ing in the hall. Instinctively she screamed, but the scream 
was cut short by a hand slapped roughly over her mouth. 

“РИ kill you and both of those kids if you scream 
again!" a gruff voice warned her. 

The frightened woman stared up into a face grotesque- 
ly contorted by a woman's stocking pulled tight over it. 
Her attacker's breath wheezed oddly through the mesh. 
Frightened even more by the apparition which confronted 
her, she jerked free and tried to run. 

Quickly the man stuck out his leg, tripped the fleeing 
woman, and fell on top of her. With superior strength 
he rapidly subdued her, forced her right arm behind her 
back and, twisting it cruelly, forced her to her feet and 
into the bedroom. There he ordered her to take off her 
blouse, repeating his warning that if she screamed again 
the children would be harmed. 

Trembling, the waitress complied, unbuttoning her 
blouse, slipping out of her slacks, and stepping out of 
her scant briefs. Whirling her around, the man unsnapped 
her bra, shoved her onto the bed, and ravished her. 

"I probably can't do as good as your husband," he 
wheezed through the stocking, adding a salacious com- 
ment. 

His first passions appeased, the rapist then forced his 
terrified victim, concerned for the safety of her children, 
to perform acts of perversion. Finally, the nightmare 
was ended. The man released his shaking victim. 


Wagner, her karate-jiujitsu teacher . 


“Put on your panties,” he ordered. He swaggered into 
the sleeping children’s room, pulled the stocking from his 
face, and then came back. Surprisingly, contrition seemed 
to grip him. . 

"Tm sorry," he mumbled. "Ive been living with my 
aunt, and I haven't been with a woman for a long time. 
If you won't call the police I won't do it again." 

The benumbed woman promised not to call the police 
and even gave her assailant her telephone number when 
he requested it. Although virtually in a state of shock, 
she had the presence of mind to juggle the digits of the 
number, however. The rapist mumbled another apology 
and left. 

It was several minutes before his victim could rouse 
herself. She sat dejectedly on the side of the bed, straight- 
ening her rumpled clothing, then arose and with listless 
stride went out of her apartment and walked across the 
hall to ask the man living there to call the police. 

To Detectives Wagner and Glosson, the attack on the 
latest victim bore all the earmarks of an assault by The 
Apologetic Rapist. He had snared his unsuspecting vic- 
tim in her own apartment; he had struck right at 10 
p.m.; he apparently knew something of his victim from 
having kept her under surveillance; and he had apolo- 
gized after the assault Above all he had picked the 
same apartment project—even one of the same apartments 
— where he had struck before. ; 

Although each of the three victims had gotten a good 
look at the rapist and could give a clear description of 
him, investigators had yet to turn up any neighbor who 
had seen a man of that description loitering in the neigh- 
borhood. To make sure that they acted while memories 
were fresh, Glosson and Wagner began questioning resi- 
dents in adjacent apartments as soon as they finished 
talking with the waitress. 

Again the story was the same. None of the residents 
had seen or encountered a man who resembled The Apolo- 
getic Rapist. The only fresh item of information the 
sleuths uncovered was from the waitress, quoting the 
remark by her attacker that he lived with his aunt. 

To the DeKalb Police Department, the repeated Rock- 


springs rapes posed a challenge. It was a challenge that © 


Chief Dick Hand, a former Federal Bureau of Investi- 
gation agent, was determined to meet head-on—and come 
out the victor. So was “Tiger” Wagner. 

Less than 24 hours after the third rape, Chief Hand 
held a skull session with his detectives. The object: An 
all-out drive to stop the forays of the repeat rapist. The 


. . Wagner's off-duty specialty is teaching women the “gentle” art of self defense . . . 


chief wanted his men's thinking on the best approach to 
the problem. . 

The suggestions ranged the gamut of police detection 
procedures: A comprehensive review of all known sexual 
offenders in the Atlanta area; soundings in the under- 
world element on anyone who might have been loose- 
tongued about eluding the police dragnet, and so on. Tiger 
Wagner sat through it all, his eyes as alert as the jungle 
monarch for which he was nicknamed. Finally he spoke up. 

"Chief, all this is fine and I agree we ought to use 
those approaches. But I don't think that's going to catch 
this guy soon enough. It's going to take something else." 

“What’s that, Tiger?" Hand asked. | 

“Well, all of us know that it’s а bunch of poppycock 
about the criminal always returning to the scene of the 
crime. For once, though, we’ve got some kind of a nut 
who really does return to the scene. Not only that, he 
comes back to commit the same crime again. і 

“So let’s play his game: Let’s put а stakeout in that 
apartment. 

“Place a girl in that apartment and hide me іп there 
with her. This guy already has come to that same apart- 
ment twice. He'll come back again—I'm willing to bet on it. 
In fact, I guarantee that we'll have our man within two 
weeks." 

Chief Hand regarded the detective speculatively, ignoring 
the good-natured jibes of Wagner's fellow officers. The chief 
was well aware that if anyone on the force could pull off 
such an audacious plan, it would be Wagner. 

Wagner, 37, was a 12-year veteran of the DeKalb force 
and had been in the detective division since 1962. At five 
feet nine inches and 185 pounds, he sported a barely notice- 
able paunch. The paunch didn't fool Chief Hand: He had 
learned some time back it was hard as Georgia granite. 
Besides, the chief was acquainted with the detective's back- 
ground. Wagner had caught a piece of shapnel while 
patrolling with his Marine reconnaisance unit in Korea. One 
way or the other, he had been in the center of action ever 
since. 

As a Marine, he had had a great deal of hand-to-hand 
combat training. The theory and practice of close in-fighting 
had fascinated him. After his discharge from the First 
Marine Division, Wagner began seriously studying karate 
and jiujitsu. He eventually won his black belt in karate, 
then went on to develop his own combination of the 
Oriental defensive maneuvers. With his expertise, it was 
only natural that Wagner one day would get around to 

‘ (Continued on page 78) 
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Youth flanked by Dep. Henke (/.) and Sheriff Nehls needed crutches for walking but he could still drive a car, they learned 


HERE WAS a rustling sound throughout the court- 

room as Dodge Court Circuit Judge Henry G. Ger- 

gens Jr., entered his court in Juneau, Wisconsin 

and the spectators stood up. The judge sat down 

behind the broad desk known to lawyers as The 
bench and the spectators resumed their seats. 

The judge gaveled for order and told the clerk to pro- 
ceed. The first case was called and a tall, slender, dark- 
haired young man approached the bench... 

This was the culmination of a case that had been pend- 
ing for almost seven months. It had started on the night 
of Wednesday, March 19, 1969, the night of the YAC 
dance in Watertown, a city of about 15,000 that is about 
30 miles from two large metropolitan centers, Milwaukee 
with its near-million population and Madison, which is 
pushing the 300,000 mark. ‘ 

YAC is the Youth Activity Center in the Watertown 
Municipal Building and it is designed especially for use 
by teenagers. It was established to combat juvenile delin- 
quency and to keep young couples who are not delinquent 
close to home and under reasonable supervision. 

Still fresh in the minds of concerned parents in Water- 
town are the cases of Sharon Malone and Cheryl Packard, 


< 
Pretty Angelia Stevens loved to dance, but one dance she went 
to became her last when she took a ride that ended in death... 
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WISCONSIN'S CASE 


OF THE KILLER 


ON CRUTCHES 


by W. T. BRANNON 


When the slain body of a pretty teenager was found in a ditch, 
probers checked out and eliminated—one by one—all the 
young men she knew, including a youth with an injured leg. 
But then the lawmen wondered: What was a young fellow 
with his leg in a cast doing at a dance in the first place? 


two petite, pretty young girls just out of their teens, 
whose nude, ravished bodies were found on the outskirts 
of New Berlin, a Milwaukee suburb which is only about 
15 miles from Watertown. 

Just what happened to Cheryl and Sharon still is not 
known, but the parents of Watertown wisely concluded 
that their own youngsters would be much safer and much 
better off if they could be prevented from sampling the 
dubious pleasures that beckoned from the two large cities, 
each only half an hour away by automobile. 

The Youth Activities Center, commonly known as YAC 
by the kids, has been very popular with the high school 
set and for the most part, it has accomplished its purpose 
—it has kept the youngsters in their own back yard. 

This didn’t mean that the kids didn’t get into trouble, 
but the trouble had been kept minor and to a minimum. 
The answer to the kids’ plaint that they were practically 
prisoners even at night during the school week was the 
scheduling of the Wednesday night dances. 

They began early and ended at 10 o’clock, early enough 
for the kids to have a good night’s sleep and still be able 
to attend school the next day. Most of them went to drive- 
ins or drugstores afterwards, but this was expected and 
it didn’t seem to detract from their school work. 

But on that Wednesday night, March 19th, there had 
been trouble. The Watertown police first learned about it 
around midnight, when the dispatcher received a phone 
call from a young man, who said he was phoning from 
' the home of Norman Rusch, about three miles northeast 
of Watertown. 

He said that he was a resident of Oconomowoc and that 
he had been driving on Rusch Road with a young woman. 
Near the intersection of County Trunk Highway MM, he 
an the couple had noticed something unusual in the 
ditch. 


body of a teenage girl. The caller said he was sure she 
was dead. He had hurried back to the Rusch home to use 
the telephone. 

The Watertown dispatcher explained that the location 
was outside the jurisdiction of the city police, but he 
would send an officer anyway. He said he also would notify 
Sheriff Edwin Nehls at Juneau, the county seat, and 
would summon Dr. William Richards, who was a patholo- 


He said they got out and discovered that it was the 


gist and served as a medical examiner in Dodge County. 

When Officer Schmidt arrived, he found several people 
at the scene. However, they were on the road shoulder and 
had not disturbed any possible evidence. It was clear that 
the girl in the ditch, whose head rested in a pool of dried 
blood, was dead. 

“She must have been knocked off the road by a hit- 
and-run driver,” somebody speculated. 

Others agreed that this appeared to be what happened. 
But who was the girl? 

Persons gathered at the scene said they didn’t recognize 
her. As far as they knew she didn’t live in the vicinity. In 
such rural areas, the residents are known to one another. 
Even if a teenage girl had been visiting at one of the 
farm homes, others who lived in that section would have 
heard about it. = 

Obviously she was a stranger to this particular area. 
If so, why had she been out walking on this road, espe- 
cially at night? 

Sheriff Nehls arrived from Juneau and was followed 
shortly afterward by Dr. Richards. At a glance the pathol- 
ogist agreed that this had the appearance of a hit-and- 
run death. But even if it was, it still was a crime. 

Realizing there would be a criminal investigation, Dr. 
Richards moved carefully to prevent spoiling any possible 
evidence as he went to the ditch and bent over the corpse 
for a preliminary examination. 

After he had examined the head wounds, Dr. Richards 
said he thought the girl had been murdered. He said it 
appeared that she had been shot two or three times in the 
head. What looked like powder burns indicated that she 
had been shot at close range, possibly with the gun press- 
ing against her head—or not more than an inch or so 
away. 

“Was it a sex attack?" Sheriff Nehls asked. 

Dr. Richards replied that he had found no evidence of 
a sex assault, but that he would be able to determine that 
more definitely after he had performed an autopsy. Also, 
he said the autopsy should confirm whether the girl had 
been shot at close range; it was possible, too, he said that 
one or more of the bullets could be recovered, 

But because the shots appeared to have been fired at 
such close range, the pathologist said, the bullets might 

(Continued on page 66) 
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HE CALL was received at police headquarters in 

Sarasota, Florida, late in the afternoon of Wednesday, 

July 9, 1969. A woman—Mrs. Mabel Holmes, the 72- 

year-old housekeeper—had been found dead in the 

home of Emmett Addy, 61. Mr. Addy made the call 
and he said the woman was sprawled on the floor in the 
kitchen and her head rested in a pool of blood. 

The report was referred to Police Captain Charles 
Kessler because of the prominence of Emmett Addy, and 
the chief immediately dispatched Harry Bernius. 

“Let me know if it was murder,” said Captain Kessler. 

Emmett Addy is chairman of two banks and maintains 
an office in the Sarasota Bank & Trust Company. He is a 
chairman of the Ringling Board of Trustees, which operates 
the Ringling estate—the one-time home of the head of the 
big circus—and the Ringling Museum, which displays the 
simplest adornments to the most flamboyant embellishments 
that went into the making of the circus, both institutions 
open to the public and viewed by most of the tourists who 
come to Florida. 

In addition, Mr. Addy plays an active role in Sarasota 
civic and charitable affairs, giving freely of his time to 
dozens of such activities. These are the things that have 
made Mr. Addy prominent and well liked in Sarasota and 
led Captain Kessler to send one of his top detectives to see 
Mr. Addy, whose voice revealed that he was badly shaken. 

Minutes later, Detective Bernius' car skidded to a stop 
in front of the spacious, one-story brick-front Addy home 
in the fashionable Cherokee Park section of Sarasota, a 
rapidly growing city of about 50,000, the home of numerous 
nationally known authors and artists and thus one of 
Florida's cultural centers. 

Mr. Addy, visibly distressed, was waiting and led Detec- 
tive Bernius into the kitchen. The body of the elderly 
housekeeper was sprawled on the kitchen floor not far from 
the refrigerator. Her head rested in a pool of blood and 
when the detective examined her he found what appeared 
to be a bruise on the top of her head. 

Glancing about the room, Detective Bernius could find 
no indications of a struggle. “Do you know where she kept 
her purse?" he asked. 

Mr. Addy said he did and showed the purse to the 
detective. Opening it gingerly to avoid spoiling possible 
fingerprints, Detective Bernius concluded that it had not 
been disturbed. There was no indication that anyone had 
rummaged in it and it contained money. 

"Is that about the amount she normally carried?" the 
detective asked. 

Mr. Addy replied he thought so. 

Dr. Millard White, Sarasota County medical examiner, 
had been notified and now he arrived at the scene. After 
looking at the head wound and glancing about the room, 
he agreed it was possible that Mrs. Holmes had fainted or 
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Arrest of prominent businessman (r.) shown here in 


custody, was surprising climax to long probe. He Tu suffered a heart attack and had struck her head on some- 
later charged with murder and attempted extortion... thing such as the edge of a table or the refrigerator as she 
collapsed. 


Question for Florida homicide probers: 


DID THE EXTORTIONER KILL 
_ TO PROVE HIS POINT? 


by DWIGHT McGLINN 
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Examination of other rooms in the house showed that 
they were all neat and orderly, with no sign of any sort of 
struggle. All windows were locked from the inside. Mr. 
Addy said that when he had arrived home, all the doors 
were locked, Detective Bernius took a good look at them 
and found no evidence at all that any of them had been 
forced open. 

‘Tt appeared that the elderly housekeeper's death had been 
an accident. An ambulance arrived and the body was taken 
to a mortuary, where Dr. White said he would perform an 
autopsy. He did later that night. 

When his report was received early the next morning, the 
entire complexion of the case was changed. Dr. White 
reported that a small-caliber bullet, possibly a .32, had 
plunged into the woman's head and lodged in her brain. 
It had struck her head with such velocity that the slug 
had been slightly flattened. It was not immediately clear 
whether the bullet would be of any value as evidence; it 
would have to be examined by a ballistics technician. 

Dr. White also reported that he estimated the time of 
death as some time between one and two p.m. on the day 
her body was found. 

Police Chief Francis L. Scott as- 
signed Captain Charles Kessler, Ser- 
geant Richard Cobb, Detective Bernius 
and Foster Gunther to the investiga- 
tion. Lieutenants Thurmond Ray and 
W. C. Wingate drove to the Addy 
home in a mobile crime lab. 

However, after they had dusted 
likely spots in the kitchen and on 
the doors, the only prints found were 
those of the housekeeper and Mr. 
Addy. It was evident that Mrs. 
Holmes had been meticulous about 
keeping everything clean; apparently 
she had wiped everything clean just 
before she was attacked. 

After he had recovered from the 
second shock—that of being informed 
that Mrs. Holmes had been murdered 
—Mr. Addy was asked about the 
housekeeper's background and habits. 
He said because of her age, 72, her 
activities naturally were restricted. 
He said that she came to work in the 
morning and usually went home about 
2:30 p.m. 

Mrs. Holmes was а native of 
Orlando, in central Florida, and had 
moved to Sarasota 15 years before. 
For about five years, she had been 
employed by other residents of the 
Cherokee Park section. But for nearly 
ten years, she had been housekeeper 
for Mr. and Mrs. Addy and the banker 
said they had grown very fond of her. 

At the time, Mrs. Addy was visiting 
in Macon, Georgia. When Mr, Addy 
informed her by phone of the housekeeper's murder, he 
said she was “stunned and shocked." 

Although it now appeared that the killer had been 
looking for something and that Mrs. Holmes had inter- 
fered with him, Mr. Addy was unable to say if anything 
was missing. Mrs. Addy would return soon and determine 
if anything had been stolen. 

No other motive was apparent. The medical examiner 
said the elderly woman definitely had not been the victim 
of a sex attack. 


D a a мее d E 
Well-known banker Emmett Addy was 
the target of a bizarre extortion scheme 


In an effort to find out how the killer had entered the 
house and left it with no trace of forcible entry, a 
thorough examination was made of every door and window 
lock. None of them had been tampered with. 

Canvassing the Cherokee Park section, the detective 
questioned neighbors of the Addys. Some of them said that 
Mabel Holmes had worked for them before she had taken 
a permanent job with the Addys. They all said that she had 
been well liked and they could think of nobody who would 
want to kill her.. 

As far as the detectives could determine, the last person 
to see Mrs. Holmes alive besides the killer was the mail 
carrier. He told the officers he had been acquainted with 
Mrs. Holmes and he had stopped to make a delivery at 
the Addy home about one p.m. the day before. He said 
that Mrs. Holmes had come to the front door and they had 
chatted for a few moments. 

At that time, said the mail carrier, Mrs. Holmes seemed 
to be normal. If she had seen a prowler around the house, 
she gave no indication of it. t 

*Did she lock the front door after you left?" a detective 
inquired. ! 

The postman replied that he was 
sure she did. 

If the medical examiner’s estimate 
was correct, it was within the next 
hour that the housekeeper was shot 
to death. It seemed almost certain 
that it happened before 2:30, because 
that was the time she habitually went 
home. With Mrs, Addy away, there 
would have been no reason for her 
to stay beyond her usual time. 

Continuing their canvass, the de- 
tectives found another neighbor who 
had seen an unusual car in the rear 
of the Addy home. She said it was a 
four-door late model sedan, but she 
wasn’t sure of the make. Nor had she 
noticed whether it bore a Florida 
license tag. 

The only reason at all she had 
noticed the vehicle was the unusual 
drapes at the car’s windows. She said 
they looked like Venetian blinds and 
that they covered very window except 
the windshield. 

“Can you describe the driver?” a 
detective asked. 

The woman said that she couldn't. 
She told the officer that she had only 
a brief glimpse through the windshield 
as the car passed. All she could say 
was that the driver was a man. After 
she had seen him through the wind- 
shield, she couldn’t see the driver, or 
anything else inside the strange car, 
because of the Venetian blinds. 

A car with Venetian blinds was so 
unusual that it could be spotted easily. An alert was broad- 
cast to police departments along the Florida Suncoast from 
St. Petersburg and Tampa on the north to Fort Myers on 
the south. 

Discussing the car’s unusual adornments, Chief Scott and 
Captain Kessler agreed that the driver would know that 
the Venetian blinds would be noticed. If they really were 
blinds, he would have removed them as soon as possible. 
But Chief Scott and Captain Kessler speculated that the 
windows might have been covered with strips of tape or 
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The case began as an apparently senseless killing, but then 


investigators had to decide whether the slayer had committed murder simply to prove 


he meant business in his demands for a $200,000 payoff—or else! 
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something else to simulate Venetian blinds, either of which 
could have been removed more easily and more quickly. 
There seemed little doubt that the windows had been 
covered to prevent anyone from seeing what was in the 
car. 

There was still another possibility. This was what might 


be called a calculated risk: The driver had put the blinds: 


or coverings over the windows to attract attention, hoping 
the police would waste time looking for a car with blinds 
long after he had removed them and made his car look 
like any of thousands the police might look at. 

While some of the detectives pressed on with their 
canvass, Lieutenant Ray made a painstaking examination 
of every window around the kitchen. All were securely 
fastened from the inside and each was intact, with no bullet 
hole in it. This meant the housekeeper was slain by some- 
one in the kitchen at the time. 

"If he used an automatic, there should be a shell casing 
around here," said Lieutenant Wingate. | 

Lieutenant Ray agreed. “It may be under the refriger- 
ator,” he said. “Give me a hand and we'll move it." 

They did move it and the action paid off. Under the re- 

frigerator they found a shell casing. Lieutenant Ray 
measured it and determined it was .25 caliber. He had the 
bullet removed from the slain woman’s head and it 
matched, even though it had been slightly flattened when it 
struck her skull. 
. They tried again and they still could find no evidence 
of forcible entry. There was one rear door with a spring 
mechanism that locked automatically when the door was 
closed. The technicians decided that was the door by which 
the killer had left. 

There were two ways by which he might have entered. 
He might have pressed a back door bell button and pushed 
his way in when Mrs. Holmes opened it to see who was 
there. Or she might have carried out refuse and left one 
of the doors slightly ajar by mistake when she came back. 

The intruder apparently had pushed the door open with 
his arms or his body to avoid fingerprints. He could have 
pulled it shut when he left with the sides of his hands which 
would have left only smudges. 

It seemed certain that the crime had been carefully 
planned and that the killer had taken every precaution 
to make sure he didn't leave any telltale evidence behind. 
The only item of physical evidence was the shell casing. 
He probably had not been able to reach it after it rolled 
under the refrigerator and had decided against trying to 
move the refrigerator. 

After they had returned to headquarters with the bullet 
and the shell casing, Chief Scott told Lieutenants Wingate 
and Ray to fly to Tallahassee the next day and turn 


them over to the crime lab at the Florida Bureau of Law’ 


Enforcement, 

Mrs. Addy returned home and made an inventory of 
articles of value in the house. Nothing was missing, so this 
ruled out robbery as the motive, unless the killer had been 
frightened off by the arrival of a delivery man or someone 
coming to visit. 

But the canvass of all known friends of the Addys, and 
of all delivery men known to have been there at other 
times, indicated that none had been there that day. The 
neighbors knew that Mrs. Addy was out of town and so did 
the delivery men. Thus, nobody eame to visit and the 
number of deliveries was reduced. 

This made the motive all the more puzzling. The detec- 
tives now wondered if Mrs. Holmes had an enemy in her 
home neighborhood who had chosen the banker's house 
for the crime in an attempt to make it appear he was 
involved. 

Acting on this surmise, the detectives went to Mrs. 
Holmes' residence. They searched it carefully for possible 
clues, but found none. They talked to her neighbors, who 
said they were certain that the elderly woman had made 
no enemies. She had been as well liked by her neighbors 
as by her employers. 

On Friday, July 11th, about 11:45 a.m., shortly after 
Lieutenants Ray and Wingate had left for Tallahassee with 
the bullet and shell casing, a call came for Mr. Addy in his 
office at the Sarasota Bank & Trust Company. As soon as 


the call had been completed, he notified police, When 
Captain Kessler and his detectives arrived, Mr. Addy gave 
this aecount: 

The caller was a male and Mr. Addy said he didn't rec- 
ognize the voice. He said it was an ordinary male voice 
with no accent that was noticeable. He told the detectives 
he believed the caller was a white man. 

Mr. Addy said the caller told him to accumulate $200,000 
in cash and have it ready in 10 days. At the end of that 
time, he would receive instructions on how to pay the 
money. Mr. Addy said that both he and his wife were 
threatened with death if he went to the police or if he 
failed to obtain the money. 

The most bizarre part of the message, however, came after 
the caller mentioned the murder of Mabel Holmes. He 
implied that he had killed Mrs. Holmes only to prove to the 
Addys that he meant business and that the same fate would 
be in store for them if they didn't come across. 

After they had analyzed the call, Chief Scott and Captain 
Kessler agreed that the man who made the threat might 
not have had anything to do with the murder of Mabel 
Holmes, but that he had taken advantage of that seemingly 
motiveless crime to try to extort money from Mr. Addy. 

On the other hand, there was a strong possibility that 
he was the killer and that he might kill again. The Addys 
could not afford to take chances and private agents from 
the Wackenhut Company were engaged. Throughout the 
day, one man guarded Mrs. Addy at home or wherever 
she went, while another was posted just outside Mr. Addy's 
office at the bank. At night, two men guarded the Addys 
at home. 

Following the telephone call, detectives went back to 
Cherokee Park and questioned all the residents again. They 
learned that several persons had seen the car with Venetian 
blinds driving in the neighborhood, but only one had seen 
it in the vicinity of the Addy home. The detectives couldn't 


Mobile lab technicians (below) sped to sprawling estate 
(above) of banker Addy when a report was received that 
family's elderly housekeeper was found dead in kitchen 


find anyone who had seen anybody leave the strange auto- 


mobile and go into the Addy house. 

Nonetheless, the police intensified the search for the 
odd car. The best description they were able to get was 
that it was a blue-green, four-door late model sedan. In 
every instance, the witnesses had been so fascinated by the 
sight of the blinds that they hadn’t thought to take the 
license number or to notice what kind of car it was. 

Beyond this, the detectives learned little they didn’t al- 
ready know. They continued to question the neighbors, 
some of them several times, but nothing new emerged. 

It was possible the man driving the unusual car was a 
salesman who had nothing to do with the murder, but 
could have seen something that would help im the investi- 
gation. The one neighbor who had seen him in the rear of 
the Addy home said it was about 1:30 p.m. 

A public appeal was made for the driver to contact 
the police, but he was not heard from and the detectives 
were forced to conclude that he had been involved in the 
slaying. 

Now it seemed that the extortionist had made elaborate 
plans to force the banker to pay him, These included the 
strange car and the murder of the housekeeper as proof 
that the extortionist was not afraid to kill if his instructions 
were not followed. 

Although he is known as a man of great courage, Mr. 
Addy made no secret of the fact that he was disturbed by 
the threats. But he made no move to accumulate the $200,- 
000—a fact that the extortionist had no way of knowing. 

Then on Tuesday, July 22nd, just 11 days after the first 
threatening phone call, Mr. Addy received another. He 
notified the police at once. He said the voice was male but 
that it didn’t sound like the first voice, although the man 
claimed to have made the first call and to have murdered 
Mabel Holmes. 

He said he had received the call in his office at the bank 
at 1:10 p.m. He was given definite instructions by the caller 
about delivering the $200,000. He was to go to the corner 
of Osprey Avenue and Millview Street where there are 
two telephone booths. He was to enter one and turn to the 
last page of the directory, where he would find instructions 
as to what he was to do next. 

Captain Kessler, casually dressed and driving a car with 
no official markings on it, drove to the intersection and 
parked near the telephone booths. His detectives, in other 
unmarked cars, were close enough to watch him. 

Entering the booth, Captain Kessler closed the door 
and put the directory on the shelf. He began turning pages 
as if he were looking up a number. Between the last page 
and the back cover, he found a note which read: 

“Your wife is to bring the money. She is to go alone 
in her car, she will not be harmed if both do as told. Take 
Rt. 41 to Tampa to Rt. 4, exit on Ashley and Tampa St. 
Go to phone booth in parking lot on Cass St. off Ashley. 
Last page of phone book further instructions. She has 1% 


Reward ad tips were checked by (l. to r.) Sgt. Cobb, Det. 
Gunther, Capt. Charles Kessler and Det. Terry Bernius . . . 


hrs. Both are being watched and if we doubt your 

actions we will kill. Bring this note. 

Captain Kessler read the note without touching it. To 
avoid handling it and spoiling possible fingerprints, he tilted 
the telephone directory and let the note slide into a plastic 
cover. 

Since there had been a time limit specified, Captain 
Kessler hurried to show the note to Chief Scott. After its 
contents had been copied, the note itself was turned over 
to Lieutenant Ray to be processed for fingerprints. 

The Tampa police were contacted and Captain Jim 
Downum, chief of Tampa homicide detectives, agreed to 
meet them at the parking lot described in the note. 

Then the two Sarasota officials drove in an unmarked 
car on U.S. Highway 41, commonly known as the Tamiami 
Trail, to Interstate Highway 4. They followed the directions 
and left Interstate 4 at the Ashley and Tampa Street turn- 
off. From there they drove to the parking lot on Cass 


Street just off Ashley. 


Tampa Captain Jim Downum and Detective Sergeant 
Ralph Mills were waiting, but they were far enough away 
that only a policeman would know they were there. The 
Sarasota officials parked and Captain Kessler went to the 
phone booth. 

As he had done in Sarasota, Captain Kessler closed the 
door, picked up the telephone directory and riffled through 
the pages. Between the last page and the back cover there 
was another note which read: 

“Addy, go to phone booth on corner of Twiggs and 

Morgan. Last page you will find further instructions. If 

you are being aided by police we will observe and our 

demand changes from money to your life. Bring note.” 

The’ officers drove to Twiggs and Morgan Streets where 
another phone booth is located. Again, Captain Kessler 
looked in the telephone directory and found a note: 

“Addy, you are to park on the 6th floor of Exchange 

Bank Building leave windows open, keys in ignition, and 

money in front seat. Take elevator down, go to last phone 

booth and wait there for instructions we don’t have to 
remind you of our conditions. Bring note.” | 

Captain Kessler again followed the directions, while the 
others watched. He parked on the sixth floor parking sec- 
tion of the Exchange Bank, took the elevator to the first 
floor and walked to the last phone booth, where he waited. 

The entire trip had been made by two o’clock. The first 
phone booth had been reached within the one and a half 
hour limit set by the first note. The last of the series of 
notes, all of which had been preserved in plastic envelopes, 
hadn’t specified how long the wait at the last phone booth 
was to be. 

Captain Kessler and the other officers waited two hours 
and decided that the extortionist had been frightened away. 
He might have learned that the police were making the 
trip instead of Mrs. Addy. 

All the additional notes were turned over to Lieutenant 
Ray, who began processing them for pririts. He found some 
prints on all the notes, but not enough for a classification 
through which they could be identified. 

The failure to find the writer of the notes convinced the 
detectives of one thing: The suspect was still in the Sar- 
asota area. But how was he to be found? 

Mr. Addy recalled an instance in Chicago where a case 
had been solved through information submitted anony- 
mously to a priest. Two days after the notes had been run 
down, Mr. Addy announced that he was offering rewards 
for information leading to the arrest and conviction of the 
person or person responsible for the murder and for the 
extortion threat. 

He said that Father Thomas Fitzgerald of the Church of 
the Redeemer in Sarasota had agreed to receive any infor- 
mation that might be sent by mail. 

His offer was based on the theory that somebody knows 
about every crime and that at least one who knows might 
be willing to give the information, provided he may remain 
anonymous and there is an attractive reward. 

To make sure that his offer came to the attention of a 
large number of people in the area, Mr. Addy placed ads 
with television stations and in daily papers in Sarasota, 

(Continued on page 64) 
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If one thing went wrong all hell could break loose, so the New York 


lawmen carefully worked to plug every loophole as they set up a daring 


undercover scheme to trap pushers preying on high school kids . . . 


GUNS FOR GRASS 


by HAL WHITE 


Lt. Balls and Det. Frattarola (I. and r.) met secretly with tipster in playroom at home of Chief Charles McLaughlin 
(c.) to map strategy for the trap they were setting for men planning a large-scale drug sales drive among teenagers 


UTHORITIES in the posh Westchester County 
residential communities along the western shore 
of New York's Long Island Sound had known for 
months that marijuana was being distributed to 
teenagers in public and private schools attended by the sons 
and daughters of some of the nation's wealthiest and most 
influential families. Arrests had been made, but when it be- 
came evident that the pot peddlers themselves were the 
scions of these same wealthy families—out to make a 
quick buck to fatten already generous allowances from 
over-indulgent parents—the culprits were let off with a 
warning 

The distribution of marijuana, also known as grass, pot 
or weed, continued, becoming even more widespread until 
it was estimated that as many as a third of the kids of 
junior high school age or older were experimenting with 
the weed. There were rumors that some students were 
turning to LSD and other “mind-expanding” drugs. 

The police were fully aware of the situation. The gen- 
' eral publie was kept informed by the local press, although 
names of those picked up for the sale and possession of 
marijuana were rarely published because of the age of 
most offenders. School officials as well as parents, alarmed 


at the growing menace to. the youth of the community, 
agreed that drastic measures were called for. But few 
of those same parents, according to local law enforcement 
officials, were willing to face up to the possibility that 
their own children were involved in the sale or use of 
illicit drugs. | 

None, insofar as Ц could be determined by Chief of 
Police Charles D. McLaughlin of Rye, New York, was 
willing to face up to the proven fact that where sale and 
use of marijuana had penetrated institutions of learning, 
“hard narcotics” were certain to follow. 

Thus, when McLaughlin learned that plans were afoot 
to flood the area with heroin soon after the opening of the 
mid-term in city schools throughout the fashionable subur- 
ban area north of New York City, he reacted with mixed 
emotions... 

If an informant who contacted one of Chief McLaugh- 
lin’s men early in February of 1968 was telling the truth, 
Rye’s top lawman realized, he would be in a position to 
convince those doting parents of the gravity of a situation 
about which all were aware but none seemed willing to 
take positive action. More important, he would be able to 
stop, before it got fairly started, an influx of narcotics 
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into his own city as well as neighboring comnuunities 
whose residents were unwilling or unable to recognize 
the menace confronting them. 

A soft-spoken graduate of FBI courses in criminology 
with a reputation of being hard-nosed where professional 
criminals are concerned, Chief McLaughlin labored under 
no illusions as to the motive behind the offer of a would- 
be stool pigeon to cooperate with the authorities. Rye 
Detective John Frattarola, to whom the offer was made 
on the Sunday of February 4th, had explained: . 

"This guy has a record a mile long, and it's not likely 
that he's suddenly become a public-spirited citizen who is 
willing to turn in his underworld pals in order to protect 
the kids of this community from the ravages of narcotic 
addiction. And he didn't try to make any kind of deal with 
me. 


"That means he must have fallen out with the mem- 
bers of the dope ring he's offered to expose—that he's 
probably trying to settle an underworld feud with our 
help." 

Whatever the reason behind the would-be informant’s 
offer, Chief McLaughlin replied, it was apparent that 
nothing would be lost by having Detective Frattarola ac- 
cept the man’s suggestion that they meet to discuss the 
matter at greater length. An hour later, at a secluded 
woodland area at the edge of town, a pasty-faced little 
character to whom the local officer had shown a kindness 
in the past was telling him: 

“I got a call last night from a guy who said he and 
his gang wanted to start a county-wide drug distribution 
business. He said they wanted to push junk in Rye, 
Portchester and Mamaroneck. He said that the kids in 
these three towns were ripe for heroin—that they could 
supply whatever amounts the traffic called for. He said 
they could also supply marijuana, acid (LSD) and speed 
(methedrine).” 

“And he wanted you to work with them?” inquired De- 
tective Frattarola, studying the wizened features of the 
frail little man before him as he put the question. 


Nicholas Parlante (1.) and Joseph Trocchio came up with a bold proposition, 
but when it came time for the payoff, they got more than they bargained for 


“That’s right. They know I got connections, The guy 

who called said he wanted me to line up pushers to dis- 

tribute their merchandise at high schools and other places 
where teenagers gather.” 

Returning to his headquarters after the meeting with 
his informant, Detective Frattarola repeated the conversa- 
tion to Chief McLaughlin and Detective Lieutenant James 
C. Balls. Already aware that most of the marijuana being 
peddled to school children throughout the region was being 
brought in by older youths from New York City, Chief 
McLaughlin inquired whether the plan called for the same 
juvenile pushers to distribute heroin and LSD. 

“My informer didn’t go into that,” replied Frattarola. 
“But he said he’d agree to locate wholesale distributors 
in each of the three towns mentioned.” 

. Although refusing to identify the man who had contact- 
ed him earlier in the day, Detective 
Frattarola's informant acknowledged 
that he was a resident of the Bronx 
borough of New York City. Another 
meeting with the man was scheduled 
for the following day, he added. 

“Get in touch with your informer 
and arrange for him to be at my house 
at eight o'clock this evening," Chief 
McLaughlin instructed Frattarola. 
‘Meanwhile, I'll arrange to supply him 
with three officers who can pose as 
prospective drug distributors.” 

Half an hour later, the Rye police 
chief arrived at the office of Sheriff 
Daniel Е. McMahon in the country 

. courthouse at White Plains. After 
bringing that official up to date on the 
action already taken, McLaughlin 
asked if the sheriff could supply plain- 
clothesmen to pose as prospective drug 
peddlers. 

Although short of personnel, the 
sheriff unhesitatingly agreed to supply 
the needed men. Along with his senior 
criminal investigator, Charles R. Jack- 
son Jr., he assigned Investigators Mor- 
rison Wall, Frances Conklin and Ber- 
nard Gale to work with the Rye 
officers in rounding up the leaders of 
the suspected dope ring before the 
scheme to make hardened drug addicts 
of the country’s youth could be put 
into effect. | 

At eight o’clock on that cold and 
windy night, the four sheriff's officers, 
Lieutenant Balls and Detective Frat- 
tarola arrived at Chief McLaughlin’s 
home in a quiet residential section of 
Rye. Already there was the sallow- 

faced little informant who had contacted the local detec- 

tive earlier in the day. 

Asked whether he could contact the Bronx wholesaler 
that night, Frattarola's informant replied: 

“Yeah, they give me a couple of numbers to call." 

Reaching into his overcoat pocket, he then produced a 
scrap of paper on which he had scrawled the numbers, 
212-822-9615 and OW 3-5235. ; 

“Did they tell you where these phones are located?" 
Investigator Jackson asked. 

“Only that the first was in the Bronx and the second 
was a Westchester County number," answered the in- 
formant, revealing no more than the officers present al- 
ready knew. 

Handed the slip of paper bearing the two phone num- 
bers, an investigator left the room after being directed 
to an upstairs phone in Chief McLaughlin's home. Back 
a few moments later, he revealed that the first number 
was listed to an oil company. on East Tremont Avenue 
in the Bronx. The telephone there, he added, had been in- 
stalled on July 22, 1966. 

The Westchester County number, said the sheriff's in- 
vestigator, was listed to one Nicholas Parlante Jr., at an 
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address on North Broadway in Dobbs Ferry, a Hudson 
River city of 10,000 population on the western side of the 
county. That phone, he added, had been installed on Sep- 
tember 4, 1963. 

Advised that the numbers had been traced through tele- 
phone company officials, McLaughlin’s informant ас- 
knowledged that the man who had contacted him earlier 
in the day was Parlante, whom he described as the former 
manager of a service station once situated on the present 
site of the Rye City Hall. Since leaving Rye in early 1965, 
Parlante had been employed as a service station manager 
in the Bronx, he said. 

When he told the police that Parlante had asked him 
to call back on Monday night, the informant was in- 
structed to return to their meeting place in Chief Mc- 
Laughlin’s home at 7 p.m. the next day. Before that first 
meeting with the local authorities broke up, it was agreed 
that three of the sheriff’s men would pose as the dope 
distributors he would recommend to the wholesalers. 
Meanwhile, the informant was told he must try to make 
at least one narcotics purchase from the suspects. 

“That not only will convince them there’s a ready mar- 
ket for their product up here, but will give us concrete 
evidence to be used against them in court once they’ve 
been rounded up,” explained Chief McLaughlin. 

Promptly at 7 p.m. the next evening, the same officers 
met again at the home of the Rye police chief. After 
making final arrangements for the baiting of the trap, 
Detective Frattarola left with his informant for a gas sta- 
tion on the Boston Post Road in neighboring Mamaroneck, 
from which the latter was.to call the Bronx number over a 
public phone. Meanwhile, Frattarola’s informant had been 
strip-searched in the presence of other officers, to make 
certain that he had no narcotics on his person at the 
time. The reason for this would become apparent before 
the night was out. 

Arriving at the gas station only a few miles north of 
the Westchester-Bronx county line at 7:30, a call was put 
through to Nick Parlante at the oil company number on 
Tremont Avenue. After a brief conversation, the infor- 
mant stepped from the booth and re- 
ported to the Rye detective: 

“I told him I had some distributors 
lined up and suggested we get to- 
gether immediately. He agreed to meet 
me at a tavern only a few blocks from 
here in half an hour, to make final ar- 
rangements. But he said to come alone. 
I also told him that I could use some 
stuff right away. He said he'd see what 
he could do." 

In a written report prepared the 
next day, Detective Frattarola tells 
what followed: 

“I told my informer that I wanted 
the buy to be made in Rye, outside a 
restaurant on Forest Avenue. I then 
drove him to a Boston Post Road tav- 
ern in Mamaroneck. I took up a posi- 
tion across the street from the place, 
where I could observe anyone entering 
or leaving the building. 

* At about 8:20 p.m., I noticed a blue 
Cadillac pull into the parking lot be- 
hind the tavern. I saw two white men 
get out of the car and walk inside. 
After the men were inside, I walked 
across the street and got the registra- 
tion plate number from the blue Cad- 
illac. I then left the area and drove to 
Rye, where I parked my car in a lot 
behind the Forest Avenue restaurant. 
I walked ‘across the street and con- 
cealed myself behind some bushes 
from which I could keep the restau- 
rant under observation. 

“At about 8:35 p.m., I noticed the 
same car come south on Forest Ave- 
nue. It stopped right in front of the 


Closeup of demonstration kit made by Chief McLaughlin from confiscated 
narcotics. He uses display as a visual aid in his lectures to parents 
and teenagers of Westchester County in his crusade against drug evils 


Garrity property, approximately fifteen feet from where I 
was hiding in the bushes. As the car came to a stop, I recog- 
nized my informer sitting in the front seat between the 
driver and another man. The man on the passenger's side 
of the car reached under the dashboard and handed the 
driver of the car a package. The driver in turn handed the 
package to my informer, after looking at it briefly. My in- 
former was then let out of the car. As the car pulled into 
the driveway to turn around, I again checked the registra- 
tion plate number. It was the same—5U 7681 NY. 

"After the car left the area, I approached my informer 
and he handed me the package he had received. I then 
drove him to a prearranged place, where we were met by 
Lieutenant Balls and Chief McLaughlin. Lieutenant Balls 
and Istrip-searched my informer again. He was clean. 

"I subsequently checked out the license number on the 
blue Cadillac and determined that the vehicle was regis- 
tered to one Joseph Trocchio, of Neill Avenue in the 
Bronx, New York. Checking with New York police, I 
learned that Trocchio was an unemployed plasterer, with 
no police record." 

After examining the package turned over to them and 
discovering that it contained five small envelopes of mari- 
juana, the Rye officers were told by their informant that he 
had promised to pay $25 for the purchase. 

"They told me that if I wanted more, I was to call Nick 
(Parlante) tomorrow before 11 a.m.," volunteered the tips- 
ter. 

Asked whether the two men had made further inquiries 
about the distributors he was to procure for them, the in- 
formant replied that they apparently did not want to deal 
directly with the trio immediately. Instead, the informant 
himself was to act as middle man pending completion of 
arrangements at some unspecified later date. 

“Did you tell them you wanted immediate delivery of 
marijuana in larger quantities, as well as hard drugs in- 


cluding opium derivatives and LSD?" asked Senior Inves- 
tigator Jackson after rejoining the local officers at their 
rendezvous in the basement of Chief McLaughlin’s home. 

(Continued on page 14) 


CASE OF THE MAGICIAN 


WHO MADE KIDS DISAPPEAR 


by JOHN DUNNING 


They say only a hairline separates 
genius from insanity, but French 
police weren't concerned with that. 
What worried them more was the 
possibility that four youngsters 
might have been killed as victims 


in bizarre human sacrifices! 


g T WAS a dark and stormy night in the flat, featureless 
country to the east of Nancy, the prosaic industrial 
center in northeastern France. A cold, driving rain 
lashed the muddy road, dappling the headlights of the 
big, wine-colored Mercedes with splashes of clay- 

stained water. In the winding, narrow track leading from 
the village of Vic-sur-Seille to the headquarters of the dis- 
trict gendarmerie, roiling, miasmic banks of mingled fog 
and clammy steam reduced all vision to the pale yellow 
cones of the headlight beams. 

With a low, tortured moan of badly adjusted brakes, the 
Mercedes came to a stop before the white- washed front of 
the rough, stucco building. Three doors of the car opened 
and three dark figures muffled to the ears in great coats 
emerged and moved silently to the great, wooden door, 
glistening with moisture. In response to the heavy mea- 
sured knocks, the door gave back a cavernous, hollow 
sound, but there was no reply from within. It was five in 
the morning on the Monday of November 25, 1968 and the 
gendarmes of Vic-sur-Seille were all sound asleep. 

The knocking continued. Presently, there was the sound 
of boot heels on the flag-stoned passage, the screech of 
bolts being withdrawn and the rasp of rusty hinges as the 
door swung open to reveal Brigadier-Chief Lucien Comte. 
He had obviously just got out of bed and was still fum- 
bling with the buttons of his tunic as he squinted at the 
visitors in the feeble light of the electric bulb by the 
corridor. 

The tallest of the three figures spoke. "I wish to report 
a theft," he said. “An object of inestimable value has been 
stolen." 

The voice was deep, rich and calm with an almost hyp- 
notic quality. Without hesitation, the chief threw open the 
door and the three figures filed silently through. Comte led 
the way into the charge room, rubbing the sleep from the 
corners of his eyes. He was a slender, compactly built man 
in his early forties with prominent nose and slightly hol- 
low cheeks, features often seen in residents of the district. 

Seating himself behind his desk and motioning his vis- 
itors to the chairs in front of it, he lit a cigarette, took a 
long, deep drag and said, “Proceed.” 


Maurice Gerard told police thieves had stolen 2 "talking 
statues and kidnaped my two youngest children" as hos- 
tages to force him to reveal the secret of the statues 
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The three visitors had loosened their outer clothing and 
it now became apparent that one was a woman, an attrac- 
tive, well-built woman with long, flowing dark hair. The 
second, the driver of the Mercedes, was a young, serious 
looking man with a sensitive, vulnerable face. The third 
was the spokesman, a gaunt, towering man with an enor- 
mous, hooked nose, sunken cheeks and long thinning black 
hair combed straight back from the forehead to a wet, 
stringy mane at the back. The most outstanding feature of 
this man however, were the eyes, deep-set, penetrating and 
as black and dangerous as the bodies of two black widow 
spiders. Looking into those eyes, the chief recoiled slight- 
ly and unconsciously behind his desk. 

“My name is Maurice Gerard," said the tall man. "I 
live in Marsal.” 

A switch clicked suddenly on in the Chief's brain. “Mau- 
rice Gerard. The Magician of Marsal!” He had never seen 
him before, but he knew very well who Maurice Gerard 
was. Everyone in the area around Nancy did. 

“The incident took place at three o’clock this morning,” 
continued the magician. “I was suddenly awakened by the 
sound of a piercing scream which seemed to come from in 
front of the house. Filled with a dark foreboding, I flung 
myself out of bed and quickly put on a sweater and a pair 


of velvet trousers. Hurrying down the stairs, I opened, 


the door to the street. i 
“In that moment, there was another shrill cry and a 
sound like the grating of iron against iron. Dimly, admist 
the rolling billows of the fog, I seemed to see a darker 
nee in motion and I cried out, ‘Halt! What are you doing 
ere?’ 


“Unharmed Бу magic: 


E ege cod : = 3 - 
four remaining Gerard children are Alix, 8, Evelyn, 7 
Marie-Claire, 10, and Natalie, 1, carried by priestess mother Josiane, 36 


“A voice replied out of the darkness, speaking in accents 
reminiscent of the underworld of Montmartre. ‘Mind your 
own business! We are taking care of it!’ 

“Immediately afterwards, there came the sound of a 
gunshot and a bullet whistled past my ear. I ran down the 
steps and there were four more shots. Calling loudly for 
help, I charged into the darkness, but there was no re- 
sponse other than the howl of a motor as a car accel- 
erated rapidly down the street. 

“Convinced that something terrible had taken place, I 
ran back into the house and down the stairs to the sanctu- 
ary. With horror, I discovered. that two of my magic 
statues had been stolen!” 

“Were they valuable?” the Chief asked. 

"I have been offered forty million dollars for one of 
them," replied the magician gravely. "I refused. However, 
they are of value only to myself or another adept. Only 
I can cause them to speak." 

"Then, they must have been stolen by another adept,” 
said the chief. 

"They were not stolen by an adept or by any person 
possessing the knowledge of their strange powers," Ger- 
ard said with conviction. 

"Why do you say that?" said the Chief. "I thought you 
said that they would be valueless to anyone else." 

"I say that," the magician said, "because the robbers 
also took something else. They have kidnaped my two 
youngest children. With them as hostages, they plan to 
force me to reveal the secret of the statues." | 

“Two of your children are gone?” exclaimed the chief, 
sitting up suddenly in his chair and reaching for the 
alarm button. “Why didn’t you say 
so?” 

“I have just said so,” replied the 
magician with dignity. “My two 
youngest sons—Gabriel is six and 
Pascal is three—have been kid- 
naped.” 

The chief's thumb descended on the 
alarm button. Within the barracks of 
the gendarmerie, a bell began to ring 
and sleepy gendarmes struggled out 
of their beds and into their uniforms. 
Chief Comte pulled on his white rain- 
coat. “Lead the way, Mr. Gerard,” he 
said. “We will follow in the police 
van." 

The distance between the gendarm- 
erie at Vic-sur-Seille and the ancient 
village of Marsal was not great, but 
because of the fog and rain, the cars 
could only proceed at a snail's pace. 
Although the chief had never before 
met the Magician of Marsal, he was 
well acquainted with the village. For 
in Marsal, which had no more than 
350 inhabitants, the crumbling farm - 
houses showed evidence of a historic 
past. 

Originally fortified by the great 
general Vauban, in the seventeenth 
century and hotly contested during 
the Thirty Years War, the village 
had long since lapsed into obscurity, 
although many of the old ruins re- 
mained. The house in which the Ma- 
gician of Marsal now lived had once 
been a military hospital under Louis 
md over three hundred years ear- 

er. 

It was a massive, three-storied 
ruin, the stucco coating peeling from 
the cracked and crumbling walls, 
which contrasted sharply with newer 
houses that had been built in the vi- 
cinity. Beneath it, as in many of the 
older buildings, were deep cellars pen- 
etrating far down into the earth and 
branching off into labyrinthine cor- 


ridors, in some cases walled off and forgotten these hun- 
dred years. 

If the building itself had a sinister look, the occupation 
by a practicing sorcerer had certainly not rendered it less 
forbidding. Following Gerard through the thick, wooden 
front door, the chief found himself confronted with an 
enormous and very realistic painting of the Hindu goddess 
of death, Kali, a naked female figure with eight arms 
poised on top of a human skull, stretching from floor to 
ceiling. The ceiling itself was decorated with mysterious 
designs and cabalistic figures and the doors leading to 
the rooms were marked with weird signs to ward off the 
powers of evil, as the magician explained to him. 

“The statues were stolen from the temple,” said Gerard, 
opening a door and leading the way down a steep flight of 
stone stairs. In the dim light of red-shaded lamps, the 
chief could make out various pieces of incomprehensible 
equipment, tables, what seemed to be an altar and fantas- 
tically patterned tapestries hanging from the massive, 
three-hundred-year-old foundation walls. On a shelf along 
one wall stood a collection of grotesquely sculpted figures, 
some fifteen inches high. Some of these statues were of 
spiritual-looking beings, but others were of terrifying 
monsters. 

“The work of my disciple, Mr. Michel Dib,” said the ma- 
gician, indicating the sensitive-looking young man who 
had driven the Mercedes and who had followed them into 
the cellar. “He is also the creator of the magical, talking 
statues that were stolen.” . 

“We'll come back to the statues a bit later," said the 
chief. “What I’m interested in right now is the children. 
Where were they sleeping?" 

Gerard led the way back upstairs to a room next to the 
front door on the first floor. "Here," he said, holding open 
the door. 

Chief Comte stepped into the large, square room. The 
shutters of the two windows overlooking the street were 
closed and bolted from the inside. In the far corner of the 
room were two children's beds, empty 
and with the covers thrown back. A 
Strange arrangement of electrical 
wires had been led from a wall socket : 
to the beds. 

"What are the wires for?" asked 
the chief. 

"The children have been rather 
sickly," said Gerard. "The wires pro- 
vide an electrical field of healing 
forces around them while they sleep." 

“Hmmm, yes,” said the chief. “Yes, 
of course. The question that occurs to 
me is how did the kidnapers enter the 
room. Was the front door open?" 

*No," said Gerard. "It was always 
bolted at night and it was still bolted 
when I was aroused this morning." 

*And there is no other door?" 
Chief Comte asked. 

“None,” said the magician gravely 
and then, apparently coming to the 
conclusion that further explanation 
was required, added, “There are those 
to whom doors and walls are. no ob- 
stacle.” 

“They can test their abilities on the 
doors and walls of the prison in Nan- 
cy when we catch them,” Chief 
Comte said. “Kidnaping, for what- 
ever reason, is a major felony.” 

A young man in a duffel coat with 
dark receding hair came into the 
room. “Weve checked the whole 
building,” he reported, “and there is 
no sign of a forcible entry. There are 
no tire marks in front of the house 
other than those from the Mercedes 
and the police van, but the rain would 
have washed them away in a short 
time in any case.” 


Gendarme Chief studies bed kidnaped 
children slept in. He got some hex 
threats on his life during the probe... 


“Very good,” said the Chief. He turned to the magician. 
“This is my assistant, sergeant Jean Massue.” 

The rain outside had stopped by now and the first light 
of dawn was beginning to filter through the fog as a 
greenish glow, making the village look as if it were buried 
at the bottom of some long-forgotten sea. The chief 
hunched his shoulders uncomfortably inside the rain coat. 
The thick, stone walls seemed to hold more of the raw, wet 
cold inside the building than there was outside. 

“Wait until it is light,” he said to the sergeant, “and 
then you éan send out a search party. It is unlikely that 
the children are anywhere in this area if they were taken 
away in a car, but we must leave nothing undone. While 
the search party is out, I would like you to interview the 
persons living in the neighboring houses and see if they 
have noticed anything unusual during the night. I shall 
remain here in the house and talk with the occupants.” 

The occupants, it turned out, consisted of Maurice Ger- 
ard, his wife, Josiane, the woman who had accompanied 
him to the station, Michel Dib, the sculptor disciple and a 
second disciple named Michel Vaugrante, a young man 
with a Hitler type moustache, and the Gerard children, In 
addition to the missing Gabriel and Pascal, there were 
Marie-Claire (10), Alix (8), Evelyne (7) and Natalie (1). 

The chief talked with all of them at length, but, with 
the exception of Gerard himself, no one had heard any- 
thing or been awakened during the night. By the time the 
chief had concluded his questioning and examined the 
house again, it was nearly ten o'clock. Picking up Massue 
from the house next door, he repaired to the local bistro 
where he ordered two Calvaros, the fiery French apple- 
brandy guaranteed to burn any amount of fog out of the 
bones, and prepared to compare notes. The search party 
had still not returned. 

“Well, what do you have to report?” he asked. 

“Nothing,” said Massue, pouring the Calvados into his 
empty stomach with the equanimity of which only a 
French gendarme would be capable. 
“Nothing at all. No one heard any 
shots. No one heard any cars. No one 
heard anything.” 

“My experience exactly,” said the 
chief. “No one heard the shots and no 
one in the house awakened until Ger- 
ard roused them out of bed crying 
that the statues had been stolen. A 
very mysterious case.” 

“Mysterious indeed,” said Massue. 
“There is no indication whatsoever 
as to how the kidnapers could have 
entered the house or left either.” 

“T have been thinking of the cel- 
lars,” said the Chief. “They are very 
old. Often in these old cellars, there 
are forgotten passages and sometimes 
there are hidden doors. Perhaps that 
is how the kidnapers got in.” 

“Gerard seems much more dis- 
turbed oyer the loss of the statues 
than the children," remarked Massue. 
“Do you think that they are really 
worth forty million dollars?” 

“It seems to me a very high price,” 
said the chief non-committally. 

Somewhat later, the search party 
returned, very wet and muddy, to re- 
port that they too had found nothing. 

“What is the next step?” said ser- 
geant Massue. 

“We return to Vic-sur-Seille,” said 
the chief, “where we think this mat- 
ter over very carefully. I have ob- 
tained two very bad pictures of the 
missing children. We will have post- 
ers printed and distributed through- 
out France, Perhaps that will help.” 

The poster did not, however, help 

(Continued on page 50) 
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OLICE OFFICER Gary Jacobsen was at the head- 
quarters of the Eureka, California Police Depart- 
ment when the urgent telephone call was received 
by the radio dispatcher. It was 4:45 p.m., August 28, 
1969. The caller, a Mrs. Yvonne Gilchrist, quickly 
explained that an acquaintance of hers, Linda McEvers, 
had been kidnaped at gunpoint by her estranged husband 
and forced to leave the Gilchrist residence against her will. 
The dispatcher obtained the address of the complainant, 
and as the location was only two miles from police head- 
quarters, Officer Jacobsen was given the detail. Even as 
the dispatcher was securing additional information from 
the caller, Officer Jacobsen was speeding to the scene on 
the “Code Two,” police jargon for proceeding in all haste 
but without use of red light or siren. 
Within minutes the officer braked his prowl car to a stop 
in front of the Gilchrist residence—a neat, modest apart- 
ment in a quiet residential district. He reached for his 


Blazing shootout which climaxed a harrowing kidnap ordeal 
was fatal for reluctant bride (body covered, rear); David 
McEvers (1.) had made good his threat before his capture 


radio mike, pushed the button, and barked a quick “Ten 
ninety-seven,” indicating to the dispatcher that he had 
arrived at the scene. 

He alighted from the car and was met at the apartment 
doorway by a nervous and excited couple who introduced 
themselves as Fred and Yvonne Gilchrist. They then ex- 
plained the circumstances which had preceded their tele- 
phone call to the police. 

Linda McEvers, they said, was separated from ‘her hus- 
band. She had been at their residence that day and was 
visited by her husband, David McEvers. McEvers had 
traveled to Eureka from Reno, Nevada with his two young 
children of a prior marriage, in an apparent attempt to 
persuade his wife to return to him. Linda had refused 
a reconciliation. 

McEvers, though somewhat sullen at first, finally 
seemed resigned to the situation. Later in the afternoon, 
however, as the two couples and the children returned to 
the Gilchrist home from a local restaurant, McEvers sud- 
denly brandished an automatic pistol, motioned for the 
Gilchrists to leave, and forced his wife into the back of the 
car where the children were riding with their family pet, 
a small black dog. McEvers knew that it would be impos- 
sible for his wife to escape from the back seat of the two- 
door sedan without him being able to prevent it. 

After making a number of threats to his wife and to the 
Gilchrists, McEvers ground the car in gear, peeled rubber 
and left the area at a high rate of speed. 

The Gilchrists were at first reluctant to telephone the 
police, in light of a statement made by McEvers that he 
would not hesitate to kill Linda if he so much as saw an 
officer’s red light. They soon came to the conclusion, how- 
ever, that Linda’s life was already in danger and they had 
to call the police. 

The Gilchrists were able to provide Officer Jacobsen 
with the car’s Nevada license number, W54966, as well as 


‚ап accurate description of the make and model of the 


automobile. 

Officer Jacobsen, after receiving this information, re- 
turned to his prowl car and radioed his report. Other po- 
lice units were dispatched to watch all highway exits from 
Eureka, as it was anticipated that McEvers would attempt 
to return to Reno. In the meantime, additional police units 
were patrolling the area within the confines of the city 
limits, while Officer Jacobsen searched in the immediate 
vicinity of the Gilchrist residence. 

As Jacobsen maneuvered his patrol car through alley- 
ways and streets he reflected on the dangers and com- 
plexities of the problem. 

If he encountered McEvers, what course of action could 
he follow? If he were to attempt to stop the car, McEvers 
might carry out his threat to kill Linda. There were also 
the two children to think about. With McEvers in an emo- 
tional state, he would probably be driving in a reckless 
manner. He might well have an accident and kill the occu- 
pants of his car or some other innocent persons. 

Would Linda unwittingly say something to light the fuse 
of McEvers' short temper, causing him to use the pistol on 


FATAL JOURNEY 


FOR A KIDNAPED 


CALIFORNIA BRIDE 


her, or was she already dead even as the search was now 
being conducted? 

Although Officer Jacobsen had only been with the Eu- 
reka Police Department since May of 1966, he was well 
aware that the most dangerous of calls for a law enforce- 
ment officer to investigate were those involving domestic 
difficulties between man and wife. Tempers run high and 
the parties are emotionally upset and near the breaking 
point, An officer called to such a scene often becomes an 
intruder, in the eyes of the disputants and becomes the 
target of verbal and physical abuse from both sides. All 
too often officers are killed in attempting to calm these 
distraught people. | 

Fate had decreed, however, that Police Officer Gary 
Jacobsen would not be the one that would have to confront 
McEvers this night. So as the officer completed his neigh- 
borhood search, he returned to headquarters, where he 
turned up additional information which he immediately 
relayed to his fellow officers. 

In the police files he discovered a warrant issued by 
Fallon, Nevada authorities for the arrest of David Mc- 
Evers on a charge of felony rape. 

Because of the passage of time since McEvers had left 
the Gilchrist residence, Officer Jacobsen now believed 
that the man had successfully eluded the Eureka Police. 
The most logical route McEvers could take to return to 
Nevada, the officer knew, was by way of U.S. Highway 
299, the main east-west route in Northern California. 

Details of the kidnaping and of the felony warrant for 
McEvers were relayed to the Humboldt County Sheriff's 
Department, the California Highway Patrol, and to all law 
enforcement agencies in the surrounding counties of Del 
Norte, Mendocino, Trinity and Shasta. Trinity and Shasta 
Counties were asked to be on special alert, as Highway 
299 passes through these counties after leaving Humboldt. 

Highway 299 has a formidable reputation because of its 
steep rock banks, and in some locations, sheer drop-offs of 
hundreds of feet. Although the two-lane highway is an 
attraction to visitors because of its rugged beauty, its tor- 
tuous, twisting curves prevent it from being a fast high- 
way. Its construction on the face of sheer cliffs in many 
places followed the old trails once taken by mule trains 
hauling supplies to mining camps deep in the mountains. 
It was on this treacherous highway that the chilling, life 
and death drama would soon unfold. ~ 

Additional investigation by Police Officer Jacobsen and 
his fellow officers provided greater detail and insight into 
the case. Through interviews with the Gilchrists and other 
witnesses, a complete background on David and Linda 
McEvers was swiftly obtained. 

Linda, now 19, had been a popular girl in Eureka High 
School, from which she graduated in 1967. Musically in- 
clined, she enjoyed singing, playing the guitar, and danc- 
ing. She had become acquainted with Dave McEvers dur- 
ing a time she resided in Nevada, and they had dated on 
occasion. When Linda returned to the Eureka area she 
corresponded with him by mail. She ceased this corre- 
spondence, however, when she learned that McEvers had 


already married another girl. 

McEvers and his wife had two children but were di- 
vorced after problems arose in the marriage. McEvers and 
a companion had been involved in an automobile accident 
in which the friend was killed and McEvers was left with 
partial paralysis in his lower extremities. 

David McEvers and Linda then resumed writing each 
other, and it was not long after this that they were mar- 
ried. Linda, however, from what she later told friends, 
enjoyed no marital bliss. David was quick-tempered and 
often would strike her during the course of an argument. 
Because of his physical condition, McEvers could not ob- 
tain employment, and Linda urged him to attend a state 
rehabilitation school. 

McEvers refused to do so, however, and this was the 
source of many disagreements between the couple. Linda 
obtained employment as a telephone operator in order to 
help support her husband and her two stepchildren. On 


Linda had no idea that the resumption of her romance with 
an old beau after he was divorced would end in her murder 
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by AL GRAY 


During all the hours of the suspenseful 150-mile pursuit 


at breakneck speeds over winding cliffside mountain roads, 


scores of lawmen hoped against hope the abductor would 


not keep his promise to kill Linda and the two kids . . . 
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one occasion McEvers refused to let Linda leave the 
house for a period of three weeks. Because of threats he 
had made, Linda’s love for him turned to fear. 

It was in July of 1969 from a town 200 miles from Eure- 
ka that Linda telephoned her friend, Yvonne Gilchrist, 
and told her she had left her husband because she was 
afraid of him. He had purchased a gun and warned her 
that he’d kill her if “she so much as got out of bed.” 

When it became necessary for McEvers to go to the hos- 
pital for surgery, Linda saw her opportunity. After re- 
moving the gun from the house, she packed a few items 
of clothing and fled. 

Yvonne suggested that Linda might stay with her and 
her husband in Eureka for a few days until she found a 
permanent place to reside. Linda agreed to this and drove 
to Eureka in the family car. 

Dave McEvers soon learned of his wife’s whereabouts, 
however, and telephoned her, pleading for her to return 
to him. Linda refused. She told him she was planning to 
find employment in Eureka. 

On August 18th, McEvers came to Eureka for the pur- 
pose of picking up the car. Again he pleaded with Linda 
to return to him, but again she refused. He made no fur- 
ther threats at this time, and left for Nevada. Linda, 
knowing her husband was broke, felt sorry for the chil- 
dren and sent money to buy food. 

It was during this period that Linda discovered David 
McEvers and his former wife had not obtained a final de- 
cree of divorce, and that this would void her own mar- 
riage to him. 

“Т feel like I've been born again,” she told friends, “like 
I've been released from bondage.” 

However, on August 28th David McEvers returned to 
Eureka. Although Linda had by now established herself in 
an apartment, she was at this time visiting the Gilchrists. 

McEvers spent some time talking with Linda and play- 
ing with the children on the front lawn of the Gilchrist 
home, but as far as was known, he made no threats to 
Linda at this time. Later that afternoon McEvers sug- 
gested that they go to a local restaurant for dinner. 

Linda asked the Gilchrists to accompany them. Private- 
ly she told Yvonne that although she didn't think Dave 
would try anything, she wanted them to come along. "It's 
better to be safe than sorry," Linda added. 


>. 


One shot through. head from this bloody .45 killed Linda 


It was after they had finished dinner and were return- 
ing to the Gilchrist residence when McEvers, who was 
driving, suddenly stopped the car and reached beneath 
the seat and brought forth an automatic pistol. 

"Linda is coming with me,” he announced. 

Linda, though terrified, retorted, “No, I am not!” 

McEvers pointed the gun menacingly at Linda and 
stated, “If you would have talked to me about this this af- 
ternoon this wouldn't have happened. Now you're coming 
back to Reno and talk to me." 

He motioned for the Gilchrists to leave the car and for 
Linda to get in the back seat. “Don’t call the police,” Mc- 
Evers warned the couple "because I'll kill Linda. I've got 
nothing to lose. I'll have Linda call you every few hours 
and youll know she's all right and you won't have to 
call the cops." 

Yvonne Gilchrist, fearing for Linda's life, asked, “Why 
don't you let me go with you?" 

“No,” McEvers answered, “You stay here." 

Yvonne looked at Linda, but Linda had nothing to say. 
It was obvious that the girl was extremely frightened 
and too upset to cry. 

“Don’t forget" McEvers warned again, “Don’t call the 
cops. If I even see a red light, I won't think twice about 
killing her." 

With this McEvers quickly fled the area in the car, 
leaving the Gilchrists standing at the curb. 

Traveling east from Eureka on Highway 299, one of the 
first small towns encountered is Willow Creek. Approx- 
imately 15 miles north of Willow Creek, on a different 
roadway than 299, is a substation of the Humboldt Coun- 
ty Sheriff's Department. Deputy Sheriff George Gatto was 
on duty at this substation when the telephone call was re- 
ceived from Eureka Police Officer Gary Jacobsen. After 
receiving the details concerning the kidnaping, Gatto 


| telephoned his fellow officer, Deputy Dennis DeCarli. 


"Emergency detail" he told DeCarli. “А kidnaping. I'll 
explain after I pick you up." 

Although it was DeCarli's day off, emergency calls were 
nothing new to the resident officer. The call had 


come at a time when he was barbecuing steaks for the 
family, but his duty came first. By the time he had 
changed shirts and put on his gun belt, Deputy Gatto had 
pulled up in the squad car. DeCarli hopped in and the 


Little dog was a mute witness to tragic shootout in car 


two officers headed for Willow Creek and Highway 299. 

The road was, if anything, as twisting and full of turns 
as 299, but Gatto expertly pushed the squad car at max- 
imum speeds through the dangerous curves, the tires 
squealing loudly at every bend. DeCarli was filled in on 
the details of the kidnaping and the subsequent develop- 
ments. Reaching Willow Creek, Gatto turned his car east 
on 299, 

"Its my guess,” he told Deputy DeCarli, “That he's 
made it through Willow Creek by this time if he’s headed 
this way." - 

“Its anybody's guess,” DeCarli replied, “And we can al- 
ways double back and check if we don’t find him by the 
time we get to the county line.” 

Being familiar with the desolate stretches along High- 
way 299, Gatto mused, “He may have already done away 
with her and pushed her body over the bank.” 

“That’s true,” DeCarli answered, “but we'll just have 
to pray we make it in time." But Gatto and DeCarli were 
also destined not to come in contact with David McEvers 
on this night. 

Sheriff's Sergeant Sam Jackson of Trinity County, al- 
though a resident deputy at Hayfork, was at the office in 
Weaverville when the telephone call was received 
Officer Jacobsen. After the details of the kidnaping were 
explained to the sergeant, he immediately tried to contact 
the resident deputy at Hawkins Bar, to the west of the 
little community of Weaverville on Highway 299. The 
resident deputy, Harold “Bill” Jackson, the brother of 


Though wounded in arm, and with one finger shot off. Sgt. 
Sam Jackson continued to grapple with the berserk gunman 


Sergeant Jackson, could not be immediately located; it 
was his day off.. 

Sergeant Jackson rushed to his own car and rolled west 
on 299. Before he had gotten very far he had made radio 
contact with his brother, Deputy Bill Jackson, who had 
been located and was now also assisting the chase. 

"The Highway Patrol thinks they've spotted the suspect 
vehicle entering Gray's Flat Campground," Bill Jackson 
advised his brother. "They've asked me to cover the back 
roads through the campground—that's where I'm headed 
now.’ 

“РИ come in and cover you on it,” the Sergeant said. 

“Ten-four,” Deputy Jackson acknowledged. 

Sergeant Jackson was only a few miles from the camp- 
ground when he met a car answering the description of 
McEvers' vehicle just as the other car careened around a 
sharp curve. Due to the high rate of speed of the other 
vehicle, he was unable to determine the full license num- 
ber. However, he saw that it was a Nevada license and 
that the first three digits were “W45”, identical in that re- 
spect to McEvers' plates. 

The sergeant braked his car to a stop, made a U-turn 
and began to pursue the speeding vehicle. He immediate- 
ly radioed Deputy Bill Jackson, advising him that he was 
following a vehicle he believed to be McEvers' and would 
attempt to get close enough to read the license number. . 

“РП advise the Highway Patrol units,” Bill Jackson re- 
plied, “and try to stay in radio contact with you.” 

The officers were fully aware that there was no radio 
communication between the California Highway Patrol 
units and sheriff's units. Radio communications between 
their own respective units was at best very difficult in 
that rugged mountainous region. 

The sergeant pushed down hard on the accelerator. The 
speedometer climbed from 35 to 45, from 45 to 55, 65, and 
up to speeds as high as 80 miles an hour on turns designed 
for safe speeds of 35 miles an hour. 

Sergeant Jackson reasoned that if this was the Mc- 
Evers’ vehicle he was pursuing, McEvers had cleverly 
eluded the officers at the campground by reentering High- 
way 299 over a rarely used back road. The dark, moonless 
night would have aided an unlighted vehicle moving slow- 
ly through the campground. 

Although the Sergeant was an expert driver and ma- 
neuvered each curve at maximum speed, it was several 
minutes before he had approached the other vehicle close- 
ly enough to confirm that it was, indeed, the car belonging 
to David McEvers. Only one person could be seen in the 
vehicle, however, and Sergeant Jackson feared McEvers 
had carried out his threat to kill his wife and may also 
have killed his children. | 

Sergeant Jackson reached for his weapon, more or less 
as a subconscious habit to assure himself that he was pre- 
pared, and adjusted the holster on his hip. He was about 
to reach for the switch on the red roof light and to acti- 
vate the siren when he observed what appeared to be a 
woman rise up above the level of the seatback in the 
car ahead. 

Remembering the threat McEvers had made about kill- 
ing his wife if he saw an officer’s red light, Jackson de- 
cided not to use his red light or siren, but for the time 
being to drop back a short distance, still keeping the ve- 
hicle under observation. 

It appeared that Linda was now a passenger in the front 
seat of the vehicle. Sergeant Jackson guessed that if she 
had not been harmed, the children were probably un- 
harmed as well, sitting low in the back seat where he 
could not see them. 

Sergeant Jackson was not certain whether McEvers had 
spotted his car or not, but if he had seen it he made no in- 
dication of it. He continued to drive east along the high- 
way, still at high speed. Sergeant Jackson tried to main- 
tain a distance behind the McEvers’ car of approximately 
150 yards, holding at the same speed. 

The sergeant now established radio contact with his su- 
perior officer, Sheriff Tom Kelly. The sheriff advised him 
not to attempt to stop McEvers yet, but to continue fol- 
lowing at the same distance. 

| (Continued on page 48 ) 
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TD DOUBLE—LENGTH FEATURE 


A Kentucky homicide tragedy ... 


MURDER IS А 
FAMILY AFFAIR 


by RANDALL SHANLEY 


There is not much that shocks veteran homicide probers, but their investigation 


into the seemingly senseless slaying of a Louisville attorney 


produced a surprise ending like nothing they had ever seen before ... 


tory, a rather important part, the textbooks will 

show. Without violence, the state could never have 

been wrested from the wilderness and, ever since, 
its sons have been among the first to take up arms in de- 
fense of home and country at the first hint of any danger 
to cherished liberties. р 

For all the heritage of violence in the Blue Grass state, 
however, Kentuckians have never become immune to the 
horror of wanton bloodletting, nor indifferent or apathetic 
in regard to the punishment of those responsible. The 
code of most citizens is an ancient one: Let the punish- 
ment fit the crime. 

Few crimes in the history of the state have ever evoked 
more shock or outrage than the case which is remembered 
as “The Harrods Creek Horror.” And curiously enough, 
the reason for this intense reaction stemmed less from the 
nature of the crime per se than the character of the crim- 
inals who perpetrated it. 

For it was not in any sense what one might call an epic 
crime, at least not in its inception. At that point, in fact, it 
jwas about as prosaic and commonplace as modern crime 
can get. A mugging. That’s what it looked like. One un- 


М: :: is part of the fabric of Kentucky’s his- 


` usual element was that it occurred in broad daylight, in 


full view of several witnesses. But even that is not un- 
heard of in these days of criminals made bold by lenient 
courts. 

It was late Thursday afternoon when the Louisville po- 
lice first heard about it, via a telephone call to headquar- 
ters—it was never determined who called in to report the 
incident—in which the caller said a man was being beaten 
up in an alley. 

Seconds later the police dispatcher's voice was crackling 
a radio message to a patrol car team in the area: 

"The alley between South Fourth and Garvin Place, 
1100 block. Man being beaten up. He's screaming for help." 

The cruiser was less than three blocks away, heading 
away from the crime scene. The officer at the wheel spun 
around in a screaming U-turn and headed back. Less than 
a minute later he braked to a jolting stop at the entrance 
to an alley beside a large, red-fronted A&P supermarket. 

The patrol car officers found the narrow alley empty, 
save for one man, clad in working clothes, who stood gaz- 
ing down at a large brown'paper sack which looked as if 
it had been dropped on the pavement and burst. Its con- 


tents, an assortment of groceries, had scattered all over 
the alleys; several cans had rolled every which way. 

The man looked up as the two officers came running to- 
ward him. 

"You're too late,” he said. "They're gone. That way...” 
He pointed toward the mouth of the alley into Garvin 
Place, a block to the west. 

"What happened?" one of the policemen asked. “Who 
called the police?" 

“I don't know,” the man replied, “опе of the neighbors, I 
reckon. I was at work, just on my way out to have a 
smoke." He nodded back over his shoulder toward the 
building housing a dairy firm deep in the alley. 

"I heard the yells just as I was about to step out onto 
the loading platform. When I came running out, I saw 
them—two guys beating the hell out of another fellow. 
They were whacking him with short clubs, then they 
pushed him into their car." 

The man paused to drag on his cigarette, and one of the 
officers asked impatiently, “Did you see anything else?" 

“Yeah,” the dairy worker said. “I was coming to it. One 
of the guys held him down while the other guy hopped in 
behind the wheel. They shucked out of here like a tomcat 
with a firecracker tied to his tail." 

In response to the officers! further questions, the dairy 
worker said his name was Ted Ashe, he was 29 years old, 
and had been employed at the dairy for about three years, 
give or take a couple months. 

“Did you recognize anyone? he was asked. “How about 
the victim? You know him, or can you describe him? 

"I didn't know him,” the witness answered, “but I can 
tell you what he looked like. Middle-aged, maybe fifty or 
so. Stood better'n six feet. Well dressed. He was wearing 
a coat, light-colored, and a dark hat." 

Several people in the small crowd which had begun to 
gather nodded affirmatively, as if to corroborate the 
dairyman's description. 

One of the assailants, the one Ashe said he had seen 
most clearly, was in his thirties, tall and of husky build. 
The other man seemed to be older, and considerably 
heavier, he said. е 

“He was on the far side of the car,” Ashe explained. “I 
didn’t get a very. good look at him. Both of the guys—the 
ones who beat up on this fellow—wore brown caps with 
stiff bills." 


“How about their car?” an officer inquired. “Can you 
describe it?” : 

*Sure can," the informant replied. "It was an old Chev- 
rolet—sedan, light gray, kinda faded. And oh—I nearly 
forgot —I wrote down its plate number." 

He began to fumble in his pocket, pulled out several 
slips of paper and shuffled through them till he found the 
one he was looking for. “Here it is, he said at last, 
“374-681, Kentucky plate.” 

One of the officers took the slip of paper and ran back 
to the prowl car to radio a report to headquarters. With so 
little time elapsed since the assault and kidnaping, there 
might be a chance to intercept the fleeing automobile car- 
rying the victim. 

The other officer, meanwhile, began questioning other 
witnesses. In addition to Ted Ashe, the Чашу worker, he 
found four other persons had seen the fight. Their ac- 
counts, with only minor deviations, were very much like 
that given by Ashe. 

One man said he had just come out the side door of the 

«supermarket for a breath of air after tiring of following 
tated around inside. “All of a paddo d said, “I peard 
yells an ere was commotion ou alley. 
don’t know where the hell they came from. I didn't notice 
‘em there only a minute before when I came out of the 
store. 

“There were these two men beating hell out of this guy 
with the groceries. The sack went flying. The guy—the one 
who was being jumped—tried to fight back, but he didn’t 
have a chance against the two of them. They had 
they were belting him on the head with 'em. He went 
down. Looked to me like he was out cold. 

“I thought they'd beat it then, but no—quick as a flash 
they’re carrying him by the arms and feet. They dump 
him in the back seat of the car, the old Chevy the other 
fellow told you about. One guy got in beside him. The oth- 
er one gets in behind the wheel and they roar out of here.” 

When they had finished interrogating all the witnesses 
they could find, the officers began a ground search of the 
area where the assault had occurred. Near the spilled gro- 
ceries, one of the officers spotted a pair of eyeglasses with 
light-colored shell rims, Among the scattered contents of 
the burst grocery bag the other patrolman found a sales 
slip from the supermarket, which fronts on South Fourth 
Street. 

Fully aware he was playing an extreme longshot, the of- 
ficer hastily jotted down a list of the scattered groceries, 
then went inside to question checkout girls at the busy 
store, hoping one of them might remember the customer 
who had purchased the items and help to identify him. 

He got an unexpected assist from the store manager, an 
assist which eliminated the necessity of questioning all of 
the cashiers till he found the one who had checked out the 
assault victim. The manager took one look at the sales 
slip and said: | 

“This came from Number Six register. It was this girl 
right over here.” 

He brought the patrolman over to the cashier, but she 
only shook her’ head and shrugged. “I’m sorry, Officer,” 
she said, “but my own mother could have come through 
here ten minutes ago and I wouldn’t have known it unless 
she spoke to me. We’re so busy here, we don’t look at the 
people—unless they pay by check. We just look at the stuff 
they bought and hit the register keys as fast as we can.” 

An alert had been broadcast by the police dispatcher as 
soon as he had received the initial report from the officer 
at the alley attack scene, but none of the patrols through- 
out the city had spotted the old gray Chevrolet sedan on 
that gloomy Thursday afternoon of February 28, 1952. The 
identity of the victim of the assault-kidnaping, if that’s 

' what it was, remained a mystery. 

There was some hope among officials at headquarters 
that someone would soon call in a missing person report 
on a missing man, but this might not happen for hours, 
perhaps even a day or so before his kin became sufficient- 
ly alarmed to notify the police. 

In the meantime, they had one clue, and they worked 
on that. The license plate number of the old gray Chevro- 
let. Now ordinarily, a “make” on a license plate can be 


clubs and : 


provided by the state Motor Vehicle Bureau very rapidly, 
sometimes within minutes, rarely in more than an hour. 
On this occasion, however, a delay was caused by one of 
розе coincidences that might be described as а 1,000 to 
1 shot. 

It just happened that the files at the Motor Vehicle Bu- 
reau were in the process of a reorganization, and the 
batch of records containing the number of the old Chev- 
rolet were among a set which was in transit from old to 
new files. 

Because of this, it required nearly four hours to find a 
name to match the gray Chevy’s plate number. When the 
information finally came-in to police headquarters, it was 
learned that the Chevy had been registered to one Roy 
Tarrence, who resided in Jeffersontown, a small village in 
the rolling uplands some 10 miles southeast of Louisville. 

Without further delay, Sergeant James Bibb, of the 
Louisville Police Department Crime Prevention Bureau, 
drove out to Jeffersontown after first making arrange- 
ments for Jefferson County investigators to meet him 
there. 

They found the Tarrence home to be a neatly kept bung- 
alow. Roy Tarrence was at home, but he was just about 


to leave for his job at a well-known Louisville distillery 
when the officers arrived; he told them he was a fireman 
there, and worked the night shift. 

Roy Tarrence, the detectives noted, was a medium tall 
man, stockily built, mild-mannered. He spoke in the soft 


For the record, Detectives Wallmeyer and Burch (I. to г.) 
checked weight of slab used to weight down slain body 
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Southern drawl of the region. He greeted the officers 
courteously and with no apparent nervousness. He seemed 
politely curious about their visit to his home, but his curi- 
ousity changed to apparent mystification when his visitors 
questioned him about his car’s presence at the scene of a 
fight in Louisville that afternoon. 

“A fight? My car?” he echoed. “You must be mistaken. 
I—I'm afraid I don't understand.” 

“You drive a gray Chevy,” Sergeant Bibb said to him. 
“We saw it outside when we drove up. Would you like to 
tell us where it was at twenty minutes past four this 
afternoon?” 

Mr. Tarrence blinked owlishly behind his spectacles. He 
looked thoughtful for a few moments, then said: “Twenty 
past four? Let’s see, I left home around three. That’s about 
right, ain’t it?” he said over his shoulder. 

The small, solemn-eyed woman hovering in the back- 
ground looked from Tarrence to the officers and nodded 
affirmatively. 

“I was down at Floyd’s Fork a spell,” Tarrence contin- 
ued. “Then I drove up to Eastwood—over in Oldham Coun- 
ty—to see a friend about going fishing sometime soon.” 

“Did you actually meet this friend?’ Sergeant Bibb 
asked.” Can he cororborate your story? 

“Well, no,” Tarrence replied, exhibiting the first indica- 
tion of unease. “You see, he wasn't home. Wasn't nobody 
there. I drove around looking for him, but I couldn't turn 
him up anywhere. 

"Then I drove back here. Got here around six, I'd say. 
That about right?" He looked questioningly at the small 
woman. 

Again she nodded affirmatively. 

“You were alone all this time. Is that right?" Sergeant 
Bibb inquired. 

“Fraid so, all by myself,’ Tarrence said. 

con objections if we look over your car?” the sergeant 
asked. 

Tarrence shrugged. “Go right ahead. It’s out there in 
the driveway.” 

He accompanied the investigators as they trooped out- 
side to where the car was parked. For a car that was 12 
years old, they found it in a remarkably well-preserved 
condition. It was spotless. Although its paint was some- 
what faded, the finish showed signs of recent polishing, 
and the upholstery inside the car was in spic and span 
condition. i 

Sergeant Bibb, after poking his head into the interior, 
drew back, sniffing. 

“There’s a strong smell of gasoline in there, like some- 
one was using it to clean the upholstery.” He looked ques- 
tioningly at the car’s owner. 

The latter shrugged and said, "That's possible, I guess. I 
drive the car so much I guess I'm used to it and never no~ 
tice the smell.” He went on to explain, “This old heap is 
kind of a hobby with me. I work on her whenever I get a 
free moment. I was doing it today, and I cleaned her up 
inside 'cause I'd gotten a few grease spots on the cushions. 
I always keep her nice and clean. Ain't that so, Mary?" 

He addressed the latter question to an attractive, lithe- 
limbed blonde teenager who had just walked’ up the 
driveway. 

"You sure do," the girl replied, eyeing the plainclothes 
officers curiously. “Anytime we want to find you when 
you ain't in the house, we know just where you'll be—out 
here fussin' over that old car." She paused briefly, her big 
blue eyes roving speculatively over the strangers, and 
then she asked, "What's goin' on? Don't tell me you're 
fixin’ to sell your old pride and joy—not after all the work 
you done on her." 

“No, I wouldn't do that," Tarrence said. “РИ explain to 
you later. Whyn't you go on in the house for now?" 

As the girl tripped off, he explained to the officers that 
she was Mary Bixler. "She's my son's intended," Tarrence 
added. "She spends most of her time over here with us." 

Sergeant Bibb faced a curious sort of dilemma now. On 
the one hand, the report he had stated that a witness had 
spotted an old gray Chevrolet sedan being driven away 
from the assault scene in Louisville carrying a victim who 
had just been assaulted by two men. The witness had 


written down the license number of the car, and it 
checked out to Tarrence as the owner. In a general way, 
Roy Tarrence fit the description of the older of the two 
assailant. 

On the other hand, from the description, he had ex- 
pected to find a car that was more in the beatup jalopy 
category, not a gleaming one like this, even if the paint job 
was slightly faded. Also, Tarrence’s alibi for the critical 
time period was at least partly supported by a witness, 
even if that witness was a member of his own household. | 
More to the point, however, Roy Tarrence certainly did 
not look like the type of man who might have decided to 
take up mugging strangers in broad daylight. 

The sergeant had enough experience to know that in 
criminal matters, appearances are not always what they 
seem to be, but he found it almost impossible to imagine 
this meek-mannered, middle-aged man indulging in any 
sort of strongarm activities. Roy Tarrence looked like 
what he purported to be, a factory worker who took pride 
in his home and his car, who had a good job, with good 
wages, and who certainly wouldn’t need to supplement 
his pay by mugging strangers. 

The license plate factor could have been due to a mis- 
take and a coincidence, Bibb realized— wrong number, 
right car type. People, especially under stress during a 
moment of excitement, often make mistakes in reading 
numbers of license plates. Threes are often read as eights, 
and vice versa. Sixes and nines are transposed in the 
viewers’ minds. And the number reported contained three 
of those often confused digits, three, six and eight. 

Was it a coincidence that the car the reported number 
had led the police to was an old Chevrolet sedan like the 
one seen by witnesses? 

Roy Tarrence suggested that someone must have made 
a mistake. Sergeant Bibb and the county detectives were 
not completely convinced, but in the absence of more tan- 
gible evidence, there was little more they could do. 

“We might want to talk to you again, Mr. Tarrence,” the 
sergeant said as they took their departure. 

“Any time, gents,” he said affably. “I been living right 
here for years and got no plans to go anywhere, You know 
where to find me.” 

The sergeant drove back to police headquarters in Lou- 
isville, hoping something might have happened during his 
absence which would shed more light on the mysterious 
assault-kidnaping in the Louisville alley. He found that 
nothing further had occurred. No one had called in to re- 
port a missing person who might be connected with the 
alley abduction. No more witnesses had been uncovered. 
The A&P supermarket, its hordes of shoppers long since 
returned to their homes, had closed for the night. 

There was nothing further he could think of to check 
into that night, so Sergeant Bibb went home himself. 
“Maybe we'll get a break in this thing tomorrow,” he said 
to an associate. 

His words were prophetic, for at 10 o’clock the next 
morning, Friday, February 29th, the alley assault and kid- 
nap case suddenly came alive again. 

A call was received at headquarters from a worried 
woman who reported that her husband, an attorney who 
had practiced in Louisville for all of his professional ca- 
reer, was unaccountably missing. Their home, it turned 
out, was on Garvin Place, not far from the A&P super- 
market where the daylight assault had occurred the pre- 
vious afternoon. 

Francis J. McCormack, the 54-year-old lawyer who was 
missing, had apparently disappeared while on his way 
home from his downtown law office sometime after four 
o’clock Thursday afternoon. 

It was exactly four o’clock, his wife said, when he tele- 
phoned to advise her he was leaving for home. He usually 
rode a bus out to Oak and Fourth Streets and walked the 
two blocks to his house. That Thursday afternoon he had 
said he planned to stop at one of the groceries on Fourth, 
near Oak, to pick up a few things. His wife reminded him 
that they were out of Postum, his favorite after-dinner 
beverage. 

“РИ pick up a can," Mr. McCormack had said. 

Checking the list of staples from the burst bag which 


i 
the patrol car officer had made the day before when he 
was trying to find a cashier who might remember the vic- 
tim, Sergeant Bibb immediately noted that one of the 
items was a cán of Postum. 

He noted also that the scene of the assault was only 
about a block from the missing man’s residence, and that 
the alley in which it occurred could have been utilized as 
a short cut from the Fourth Street shopping district to the 
lawyer’s house. A quick telephone call established the fact 
that Mr. McCormack frequently used this short cut. 

Detectives went to the attorney’s home and displayed 
the eyeglasses with the light-colored shell rims. They were 
identical to Mr. McCormack’s glasses. The possibility that 
this might be a coincidence was ruled out less than an 
hour later when the probers took them to Attorney Mc- 
Cormack's Louisville optometrist. 

He positively identified the spectacles as a pair he had 
prescribed and had made up for the lawyer. 

The next couple of hours were busily spent by detec- 
tives assigned to interrogate Francis McCormack's family 
and friends in an effort to discover a motive for the as- 
sault-kidnaping. These efforts were disappointingly un- 
fruitful. Е 

No one who knew the respected lawyer could even sug- 
gest a motive for the violence which had befallen him. 
From the initial surface indications, he had experienced 
no trouble with any of his clients, certainly none of a type 
which might have prompted violent reprisal. He rarely 
carried anything more than very nominal sums of cash on 
his person, nor did he wear expensive jewelry. The only 
item in the latter category he carried with him was a thin 
silver Elgin watch. 

Mr. McCormack was described as a large man, standing 
six feet one inch tall and weighing about 175 or 180 
pounds. On the day he disappeared, he was wearing a 
slate gray business suit, a pearl gray topcoat and a dark- 
colored hat in a medium charcoal shade. 

When the foregoing facts had been established, the case 
was turned over without further. delay to Lieutenant 
Charles Young, of the Homicide Squad. As soon as he had 
studied the reports, Lieutenant Young instructed his aide, 
Sergeant A. J. Miller, to issue an alert to Louisville pawn- 
brokers regarding the thin silver Elgin watch the missing 
man had been carrying, with orders that the police should 
be notified at once if anyone tried to pawn such a timepiece. 

The lieutenant then launched a two-pronged investiga- 
tion which he hoped would unravel the mystery of what 
had happened to the missing attorney. 

Sergeant Miller was assigned to interview Mr. McCor- 
mack’s law partner to see if he could cast any light on the 
puzzling incident. He could not; he said he knew of no 
professional difficulties which might have prompted vi- 
olence of any sort. He said that his partner’s wife had 
telephoned her the night before when Frank McCormack 
failed to arrive home, and that was the first intimation 
he’d had that something might be amiss. 

“I knew he had been out of the office much of the day,” 
the partner said, “but I thought he was probably working 
on some case, so I advised her not to worry. But when I 
learned this morning that Frank hadn’t come home all 
night, I instructed her to call the police. 

“What do you fellows make of it? Do you think it’s just 
a mugging, or what?” 

Sergeant Miller shook his head. “It’s hard to believe a 
couple of ordinary thugs would pull a job like this in 
broad daylight with a half dozen witnesses around,” he 
said. “I think it’s got to be something more than that. 
Could we look over the files of the cases Mr. McCormack 
has been handling lately?” 

The missing man’s partner agreed at once and asked the 
secretary to bring in the files of all of Mr. McCormack’s 
recent cases. He also told her to go through them with the 
sergeant and give him any information she could. 

“She’s more familiar with these cases than I am,” he ex- 
plained to Miller. “Frank and I didn’t usually discuss our 
cases, unless one happened to present some unusual 
problem.” 

Most of the cases examined by Sergeant Miller were 
run-of-the-mill affairs concerning domestic relations ad- 


justments, civil judgments and the like. He could find 
nothing in any of these which he could relate to the violent 
assault and kidnaping of Frank McCormack. But when 
they came to a bulging dossier marked, “O’SHIEL, Mike,” 
the secretary’s manner changed instantly. 

“Now there is an Irishman wild enough for anything,” 
a said. He’s threatened everyone connected with this 
affair.” 

“To save time,” Sergeant Miller suggested, “tell me ev- 
erything you can remember before I start wading through 
all this.” He gestured toward the stack of legal documents 
in the folder. 

The secretary explained that Mrs. O’Shiel had been 
seeking separate maintenance from her husband, Mike— 
“He insists the name is Mike, not Michael,” she interject- 
ed. Mrs. O’Shiel based her plea on a long list of allegations 
of drunkenness, improvidence and vicious beatings which 
her husband inflicted upon her in his alcoholic rages. 

“He phoned Mr. McCormack one day,” the secretary 
went on, “and promised to break his neck if Mr. McCor- 
mack had him brought into court. O’Shiel was drunk at 
the time, of course. I don’t think Mr. McCormack was 
worried by the threat. As far as I could see, it didn’t both- 
er him at all.” 

With this briefing, Sergeant Miller was able to skim 
through the rest of the file in quick order, jotting down 
occasional notes. Then he resumed his study of the rest of 
the cases. Most could be dismissed after only a few min- 
utes of examination, but he suddenly paused when he 
came to a folder in the T’s. 

It was labeled, "TARRENCE." 

The name Tarrence, he recalled, had figured in this case 
before. He read the file with interest. 

A legal action had been brought by a girl against Leon- 
ard Tarrance of Jeffersontown, Kentucky, and later of the 
United States Army. Sergeant Miller made a quick phone 
call, asked a couple of questions, and a few minutes later 
(Continued от page 54 ) 


Judge Mix (1.), Sher. Bax flank young man whose claim 
to virtue was that he didn't drink and was always sober 
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Darkness was the secret ally of 


FLORIDA'S 


Investigators were virtually certain that the score racked up by the wee-hours 


prowlers was some two dozen rapes, plus one killing—but the big stumbling block 


was that none of the surviving victims ever got a really good look at their assailants 


T WAS ONE of those stranger-than-fiction coinci- 

dences which sent police racing towards the scene of 

the crime even before it had occurred. In a quiet resi- 

dential section of Pensacola, Florida, a power trans- 

former burned out and many homes in the area were 
plunged into darkness. 

The time was shortly before three o'clock on Sunday 
morning, August 24, 1969, and many of the residents who 
were sleeping were not even aware of the blackout. But a 
few of the younger set who had been out for the evening 
and were just coming home saw the flash when the trans- 
former burned out and notified the police, as well as the 
power company. 

At the time, there was no reason to believe that the 
blackout was anything more than an accident or a power 
failure. Patrolman R. W. Peaden was within a few blocks 
of the blown-out transformer when his radio crackled with 
an urgent message: 

There was a disturbance at a home on Torres Avenue— 
according to the report, a woman was being assaulted. The 
report had been made by the woman's tearful 14-year-old 
son, Tommy, who. said her bedroom door had been locked 


and he was unable to get in when he was awakened by her 


screams. 

Moments later, Patrolmen Peaden's cruiser skidded to a 
stop in front of the modest one-story green and white An- 
derson home on Torres Avenue. The frightened youngster 
and some neighbors arrived about the same time. 

Gun drawn, Officer Peaden went into the house and Tom- 
my pointed out the door of the room where he said he had 
heard his mother screaming. The policeman tried to open 
it, but it did indeed appear to be locked. Putting the weight 
of his body against it, the officer succeeded in pushing the 
door open. 

eBut it had not been locked, as was first thought. The 
body of Tommy's mother had fallen against it, making 
the door difficult to open and leading the boy to believe 
it was locked. 

Sprawled on the bedroom floor, resting in a pool of her 
own blood, was Mrs. Betty Sue Anderson, an attractive 
brunette. She was barely alive, obviously unconscious and 
she was gasping for breath. Even before Patrolman Pea- 
den could call for an ambulance, she died. 

While neighbors led the weeping boy from the room 
Officer Peaden hurried back outside; where other cruisers 
had arrived. They, too, had been dispatched to see about 
the transformer, but some of them had been diverted to 
the Anderson home. 

Peaden grabbed his microphone and told the dispatcher 
more help was needed. He suggested that the sheriff's 
crime lab be requested to send some identification tech- 
nicians. i : 

While they waited, the uniformed officers sealed off the 
house and held back the crowd that was growing in num- 
bers with each passing moment. Among the first of the re- 


inforcements to arrive were Pensacola Detective Lucien 
Mitchell and the Reverend Paul Mathison, Escambia 
County’s law enforcement chaplain. | 

They were followed soon afterward by State Attorney 
Curtis Golden, the vigorous young prosecutor of Escambia 
and Santa Rosa Counties, who takes part in all major in- 
vestigations in the two counties whenever it is possible. 

Also responding was Sheriff Bill Davis’ mobile crime lab 
with Chief Identification Officer Charles Grant, followed 
soon afterward by the sheriff’s chief criminal investigator, 
Don Powell. 

But the investigators and detectives were severely handi- 


Screams of Betty Sue Anderson (artist's sketch above) 
awoke her son; he ran to help her, but it was too late 


__ Sinister Sex Group Leader 
Breaks His Silence In This |. . 

’ Exclusive Interview... Б. 
Recently I sat down with a man who y. t 
taught me more about having sex with $a 
attractive women in a couple hours than de 
all the "seduction masters" combined = 
have in the past 4 years. Let's call him 
"Anton" - Anton does NOT have movie 
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capped by the power failure, which had blacked out every 
electric light for blocks in every direction. Some of the resi- 
dents had oil lamps for use in emergencies wher there 
was an occasional blackout caused by a hurricane. 

These were pressed into use, but they provided only fee- 
ble illumination at best. The officers had flashlights but 
they looked more like fireflies as the policemen prowled 
in and around the house in complete darkness. 

Although there was no doubt that the killer long since 
had fled into the cover of the shadowless night, the officers 
hoped to find some evidence that he had left behind in his 
headlong flight.s 

Realizing that the quicker they could make a thorough 
search the better the chances of discovering some kind 
of evidence, Detective Mitchell went to the nearest phone 
and explained the problem to an official of the Gulf Power 
Company. 

A portable floodlight mounted on a huge truck was dis- 
patched to the area at once. 

While they waited, Patrolman Peaden and the Reverend 
Mathison talked to 14-year-old Tommy. Between sobs, he 
told them all he knew about the crime: 

He said his mother, Mrs. Betty Sue Anderson, was 42 
years old. She was divorced from his father and the two 
of them lived together in the modest, one-bedroom house. 
His mother slept in the bedroom and Tommy slept in the 
living room. 

He had been asleep when he was awakened, by his moth- 
er’s screams from the bedroom. He jumped up and tried 
to turn on a light, but only a few minutes before, the trans- 
mer had blown out and the entire neighborhood had been 


Search for one suspect ended when he was captured, taken 


to police headquarters (above) at Lake Worth, Florida . . . : 


plunged into darkness. He moved instinctively. 

Tommy knew his way about the house well enough even 
in the darkness and he ran to the bedroom and tried to 
push the door open. "But it was locked and I ran out to 
get help," Tommy said. 

He knocked at the house next door but was unable to 
arouse anyone. He ran on to the next house, where he did 
manage to awaken the occupant, who telephoned the po- 
lice. Somebody already had called in about the power 
failure. 

As a result of the call, some of the officers in the cruisers 
who had been sent to investigage the blackout were di- 
verted to the Anderson home. 

By now, many people were gathering, aroused by the 
boy's account and the burned out transformer. Many of 
them, with robes over their night clothes, accompanied 
the frightened youngster back to his home. Officer Peaden 
was waiting and other policemen soon arrived. 

Now, talking to Officer Peaden and the Reverend Mathi- 
son, the boy was quoted as saying: "If I have to spend 
every cent I ever make, I'm going to see that whoever 
killed my mother is punished. i 

“I should have got my shotgun and just started shooting 
through that door, but I was afraid I'd hit. Mother," he 
added. “Will you let me know if you find him?” 

"You'd be told right away," Officer Peaden promised. 
“We'll find him." 

Tommy told Officer Peaden and the Reverend Mathison 
that he and his mother had been home all night and 
that his mother, who had been employed as a clerk-typist 
for the State Board of Health in Pensacola, said she was 
tired and went to bed "just as the Lawrence Welk show 
was coming on television." 

Asked if anybody had been in the house that night, Tom- 
my seid they had not had visitors and that everything 
had been quiet. 

*He's got to die,’ Tommy said, referring to the killer. 

“God would say, ‘Vengeance is mine, son,” Patrolman 
Peaden said. ^When you're a lot older, you'll understand 
why you feel the way you do now." 

The officers learned that Tommy had an aunt in Boston, 
Massachusetts. She was notified of her sister's death and 


said she would take Tommy to live with her. Other rela- - 


tives lived in Pensacola and he had to stay with them until 
after his mother's funeral. 

The. floodlight from the Gulf Power Company arrived 
and provided enough illumination for the officers to make 
a good search on the outside of the house. They soon dis- 
covered how the killer had gained entrance to the locked 
house. 

Investigators found the kitchen door unlocked and stand- 
ing open. But Tommy told them he was positive that the 
door had been locked from the inside before he and his 
mother retired. 

Under a kitchen window was a garbage can—not in its 
usual place. The screen had been removed and the window 

(Continued on page 46) 
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A bona fide physician with impressive, legitimate credentials, he became 


«an astoundingly successful crook who made millions, operating on the 


guiding principle of all confidence men: "There's a sucker born every minute!" 


DOC ABRAMS 


AND THE 
MAGIC BOX 


by ALAN HYND 


World’s Foremost Authority on Con Men and Swindlers 


read what it had to say about Albert Abrams, M.D., 

you would never have suspected that Doc was about 

to embark on a con game which was to net him mil- 
lions and make thousands of other physicians think of 
climbing walls. Abrams got off the ground with the dodge 
that he could tell what a patient at a distant point was suf- 
fering from simply by examining a drop of the patient’s 
blood. He followed that up by inventing a magic box—the 
ERA, meaning Electronic Reaction of Abrams—which, the 
con man claimed, could cure disease by electronic vibration. 

No, the Who’s Who biography of Doc Abrams appeared 
before Abrams went off his nut and damned near drove 
The American Medical Association off its nut. Abrams, a 
native of San Francisco, was educated at Germany’s re- 
nowned University of Heidelberg and pursued post-grad- 
uate medical studies in London, Vienna, Paris and Berlin. 
Returning to San Francisco wallowing in medical know- 
how, and with enough diplomas to paper a small room, he 
quickly built up one of the finest practices on the Pacific 
Coast. He wrote nearly a score of books on practically 
ыы from childbirth through sex and marriage to 

eath. 

A smallish man, clean-shaven and balding and wearing 
silver-rimmed glasses, Doc was in his forty-seventh year 
when the fun began. Married and with a fine family, he 
occupied an estate on Sacramento Street that was jumping 
with servants and employed six nurses in his downtown 
offices. A fastidious dresser, and given to perfume, he 
sometimes drove home in one of his four cars a couple of 
times a day for a shower and a complete change of ward- 
robe, He neither drank nor smoked, but when it came to 
swearing he had a vocabulary all his own. 

Autocratic as a Prussian general, Abrams brooked no 
interference in anything he went about, and he sometimes 
changed his mind from hour to hour. If a patient so much 
as questioned anything Able Albert found by way of diag- 
nosis, or failed to follow the Abrams advice in an illness, 
that was the end of the patient. 

“Pay your bill,” Doc would say, “and get to hell out 
of here.” 


H AD YOU PICKED UP a copy of Who's Who and 


Doc once had his offices—six rooms—redecorated at 
considerable fiscal outlay but, dissatisfied with the result, 
had them immediately done over. 

Socially, Doc’s friends were few and far between. One 
reason for this was that Doc would never listen to any- 
body, insisting on doing all the talking about a painfully 
wide. range of subjects. Another reason Doc always came . 
in first in the unpopularity sweepstakes was his brutal 
honesty. Once, out at a neighbor's estate for dinner and 
the evening, Doc got up early in the meal and, as he left 
for home, announced: 

“The food is positively poisonous, and I can't say much 
more for the people who are eating it." 

Whether or not Albert Abrams, M.D. would have gotten 
to first base as a con man had he functioned today is open 
to question. Some authorities on con men think he would 
have made out all right. Others think that the earlier 
years of the century, when Doc functioned, were just 
right for him. R 

Abrams, with a mind whose curiosity was never to be 
satisfied, had boned up on practically everything that was 
published about practically everything. There simply 
wasn't a single subject about which he couldn't talk intel- 
ligently. Dr. Robert Andrews Millikan, the great physicist 
who won the Nobel Prize for isolating the electron and 
measuring the charge and who first told me about Abrams, 
thought Abrams would have made an important scientist 
had he not turned con man. 

"Ive made a study of Doctor Abrams," Dr. Millikan told 
me, “and I can assure you that men with his mentality are 
few and far between. What a pity he turned crooked!” 

Doc Abrams got off to a lucrative start as a con man by 
taking advertisements in certain widely-circulated publi- 
cations, not as fussy then as they are today, and gobbled 
up by the masses. The ads revealed that Doc, with that 
terrific background of his, had invented a diagnosis ma- 
chine for which he had applied to Uncle Sam for a patent. 

АП Doctor Abrams needed, the ads said, was a drop— 
just a single drop—of the patient's blood on a piece of 

lotting paper, along with five dollars. For this modest fee, 
the ads continued, the patient would receive, more than 


likely by return mail, a slip on which would be checked 
the disease which had showed up after Doc had examined 
that drop of blood in his diagnosis machine. With his magic 
scientific contrivance, plus a human being who helped out 
in the tests, the ads concluded, Abrams was able to deter- 
mine if the blood sender had asthma, jaundice, heart trou- 
ble, pneumonia, infantile paralysis, mumps, measles, can- 
cer or a number of other ailments. 

The first of Doc's ads caught on—right smack in the be- 
ginning. The drops of blood on the blotters, along with the 
five spots, began to pour into the Abrams offices from the 
four corners of the land. 

Warming up to the fraud, Abrams ran a second series of 
ads that were more specific about what happened when a 
drop of blood, and a fiver, arrived in the city by the Gold- 
en Gate. Doc’s machine, it now developed, was a square 
metal box, six inches in all directions. Exactly what was 
inside that box was Doc’s great secret. 

The top of the box, which was locked on, Doc revealed 
in the ads, was unlocked when Doc got a blood sample and 
the sample was placed inside the box. A wire came out of 
the inside, through a tiny hole in the top, and to the out- 
side end of this wire Doc had attached a small metal plate. 
When testing a drop of blood, Doc said in the ads, he 
placed this metal plate on the naked chest of a male assis- 
tant standing close to the box. 

With the drop of blood in the box and the metal plate on 
the chest of the assistant, Doc flipped on a switch which 
set the mysterious insides of the box to working. There 
was a humming sound, Doc said in the ads. Я 

Next—in practically no time at all—the assistant with 
the metal plate on his chest would begin to develop symp- 
toms of the disease from which the patient who had sent 
the blood drop was suffering. Doc's assistant, the ads said, 
would feel pain in various parts of his body, or he would 
have a fit of coughing, or his heart would begin to race and 
pain him, or blood would begin to flow from one of the 
body openings. Doc could tell, from what developed in the 
assistant, whether the distant patient's disease was in its 
early, middle or late stages. 

How was it, someone might have wondered, that the as- 
sistant developing all those symptoms in the interest of 
medicine didn't wind up in an undertaker's box? Doc's ads 
explained that he simply turned on a vibrator after com- 
pleting his diagnosis so that the disease which was show- 
ing up in his assistant was killed before it really got going. 

None of the whole damned pitch made any sense—but 
the tens of thousands of people who were to fall for it over 
the years had something less than high IQs. 

Within a year, the Abrams diagnosis-by-remote-control 
pitch had really caught on. The loot was rolling in faster 
than Able Albert could count it. He was so busy in one 
room with that magic box that he was spending less and 
less time with regular patients. 

More time, passed. By the end of three years, Abrams 
had such a good thing going that he took two vital steps. 
One: He did away with regular patients altogether to de- 
vote himself full time to the mechanical diagnosis. Two: 
He upped his diagnosis fee from five to ten bucks. 

With the country continuing to grow, with people con- 
tinuing to have mysterious aches and pains, and with homo 
sapiens getting no brighter, Abrams was averaging a daily 
rate of a hundred requests for a diagnosis—or a thousand 
clams every twenty-four hours six times a week. Since 
Able Albert did not gamble and had no vices that he paid 
for, the women being nuts about him, he was doing quite 
well at the bank. 

From the very beginning, The American Medical Asso- 
ciation, to which Abrams belonged, had wondered about 
Able Albert; there were two schools of cerebration within 
the AMA. One was that he just might have come up with 
something. Hadn't the X-ray been unbelievable when it 
first came into the medical picture? The bulk of the AMA 
thinking, in fact, was that this new method of diagnosis 
might very well be of profound benefit to medicine, once it 
was explained and understood. The second AMA school of 


thought about Abrams was that if that little box was ever 


opened and looked into, Abrams would be revealed as a 
three-alarm fraud. 


So The American Medical Association dispatched a man 
to San Francisco from its Chicago headquarters to drop in 
on Abrams unannounced. When the visitor arrived and 
showed Abrams his credentials, Able Albert didn't do 
anything but fly into a rage and let go with a string of 
profanity the like of which the Chicagoan had never heard. 
in his life. | 

.Through swearing, Abrams now practically threw the 
caller out of his offices. It wasn’t long afterward that Able 
Albert, not wishing to continue his membership in the 
AMA anyway, resigned from that August body. | 

One doctor in San Francisco, whose offices were not far 
from Able Albert’s but who hadn’t read any of the Abrams 
ads, dropped in on him one day. “Гуе been hearing а lot 
about your work,” this doctor said to our boy. “I’m won- 
dering if you can tell me a little about it.” 

“What is it you want to know?” asked Abrams, freez- 
ing the man with an icy stare behind the silver-rims. 

“Pm most interested," said the visiting sawbones, “to 
know just how your helper—the man to whom you can 
transmit the signs of an illness from your little box— 
doesn’t continue with the disease and get seriously ill.” 

“That is because,” answered Abrams, “my invention is 
capable of ending the illness in my helper.” 

“Where is this helper?” asked the visiting doctor. “I 
would like to have a little chat with him.” 

“He’s off today,” said Abrams. “There’s been a death 
in his family.” 

“Руе been thinking,” said the visitor, “that if your in- 
vention is capable of ending illness as well as diagnosing 
it that you might be on the verge of something else— 
curing illness.” 1 

It was later to be thought by people who were to make 
a study of the life of Able Albert that this remark by the 
visiting sawbones was to touch off later and more vital de- 
velopments in the career of the singular medicine man. 
It was when Abrams was well into his fifth year of bilk- 
ing the boobs that The Scientific American, the monthly 
magazine which regarded it as something of a duty to ex- 
pose frauds, heard about him. So it sent a reporter from 
its New York editorial offices out to San Francisco to have 
a talk with Able Albert. 

The little fraud just stood there when the reporter 
called, studying the New Yorker's identification. He was 
too smart to show this man the door. 

“It is so nice of you to have come all this distance just to 
see me," said Doc. “Just what is it that I might be able 
to do for you?" 

"The Scientific American would like to know precisely 
what it is yóu are accomplishing here—and how you are 
accomplishing it," was the reply. “Аз we understand it, all 
you ask is a drop of a person's blood in order for you to 
determine what illness they are suffering from." 

“That is correct,” replied Abrams. “Quite correct.” 

“We understand from one of your ads that you have an 
assistant who displays symptoms of what your invention 
reveals,” 

“That is correct,” answered Doc. 

“I would like to have a talk with your assistant.” 

"He's away right now," answered Abrams, “on a 
vacation." 

*May I have a look at the machine with which you ac- 
complish what you accomplish?" 

“Gladly,” said Abrams, leading the visitor into the room 
where the little box was kept. 

There wasn't much to look at—just the box and the wire 
sticking out of it with the copper plate attached to the end. 

"Would it be possible for me to look inside this box?" 
the visitor wanted to know. 

Abrams cleared his throat before answering that one. 
"Tm afraid поё,” he said. “You see, I'm negotiating with 
the United States Patent Office at the present time—have 
been for a long time now, in fact—to protect myself from 
possible infringements on my discovery. So I simply can- 
not let anybody look at what is inside this box until I 
have received a patent on it." 

*Have you any idea how long it will be until you re- 
ceive your patent?" . 

(Continued on page 56) 
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DOYLE LEE HARRISON. Charge: Unlawful Flight (Bank 
Robbery). TD Reward: $100. Age, 32; height, 5'9” to 5'10"; 
weight, 145-155; eyes, hazel; hair brown. If located, notify 
J. E. Hoover, Director, FBI, Washington 25, D.C. 


A ONETIME laborer-mechanic with a record of convic- 
lions for grand theft and escape is being sought by agents 
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation on a charge of bank 
robbery. 

On October 24, 1967, Doyle Lee Harrison and two accom- 
plices allegedly robbed the First State Bank of Oregon in 
Portland of more than $17,000. The three men reportedly 
entered the bank by the front door and at gunpoint ordered 


the employees and customers into the vault before fleeing © 


with the loot. 
On December 29, 1967, at Riverside, California, one of 
Harrison's alleged associates was apprehended by FBI 


agents and the following day the other was shot and . 


killed resisting arrest by local authorities. 

Doyle Harrison, also known as Willie Eugene Harrison, 
Lee Harrison, John Allen Hayes, Lee McIntosh and Bob 
Wilson, has worked in the past as a laborer and mechanic. 

This fugitive has scars on his face, a tattooed face on his 
upper right arm and a heart on his left wrist. 

His build and complexion are medium. 

Social Security Number used: 552-50-1265. 

Considering the fact that Doyle Lee Harrison allegedly 
robbed a bank at gunpoint and has been convicted of grand 
theft and escape, consider him armed and dangerous. 


ROBERT GROVER DUKE. Charge: Unlawful Flight .(Mur- 
der). TD Reward: $100. Age, 53; height, 5’1014”; weight 
175; eyes, brown; hair gray. If located, notify J. Edgar Hoover, 
Director, Federal Bur. of Investigation, Washington 25, D.C. 


AN ESCAPED convict who had been serving a life term 
for multiple murders is being sought by agents of the 
Federal Bureau of Investigation on a charge of unlawful 
flight to avoid confinement. 

In 1954, Robert Grover Duke was convicted in Anderson 
County, Tennessee of murdér in the first degree for the 
gunshot slayings of his father-in-law, mother-in-law and 
mo ee during a family quarrel, and was sentenced 
to lite. 

On March 11, 1967, Duke busted out of the Ft. Pillow 
State Farm in Tennessee and is still at large. 

A Federal warrant for his arrest was issued on April 3, 
1967, at Memphis, Tennessee. 

This fugitive has held down a variety of legit jobs in the 
past, including work as a clerk and ironworker. He has also 
been a stenographer and a restaurateur. 

Duke has the following distinguishing scars and inarks: 
scar above the right eye; birthmark on the left inner fore- 
arm; crescent-shaped scar on the fight forearm; scar on 
the right index finger, pitted scar on left knee and lewer 
right thigh. Es 

His build and complexion are medium. 

In view of the fact that this fugitive killed three people, 
consider him armed and dangerous. 


ALONZO HENRY CABELL. Charge: Unlawful Flight (Mur- 
der). TD Reward: $100. Age, 54; height 5'8"; weight, 160; 
eyes, brown; hair, black; race, Negro. If located, notify J. 
Edgar Hoover, Director, FBI, Washington 25, D.C. 


AGENTS of the Federal Bureau of Investigation are 
looking for a *vicious-tempered" man, previously convicted 
of assault and battery, on a charge of unlawful flight to 
avoid prosecution for murder. 

Alonzo Henry Cabell, on April 30, 1967, allegedly became 
involved in an argument with a woman in her home in 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin and reportedly shot, beat and 
strangled her to death. 

A Federal warrant for Cabell's arrest was issued on June 
14, 1967 at Milwaukee. 

Cabell had previously been convicted in Kenosha, Wis- 
consin, in December, 1960, of attempted first-degree murder 
and sentenced to 25 years in the state pen. He was paroled 
in June, 1964. 

This fugitive, who has also been convicted of assault and 
battery, has worked in the past as a gardener and as a 
mechanic. 

His build is medium, complexion light brown. 

Social Security Number used: 30-12-2850. 

Cabell has no scars, tattoos or other distinguishing marks, 
but he is described as having a vicious temper and being 
a "loner." 

In view of the violent nature of the crime of which he 
is accused, consider this man armed and dangerous. 


LINE-UP is a free public service. All law enforcement 
agencies are invited to make use of it. Readers of 
TRUE DETECTIVE possessing authentic information con- 
cerning any fugitive pictured in LINE-UP are urgently 
requested to: FIRST—Communicate with their local 
police, or police in the city where the fugitive may be 


fication of the fugitive through LINE-UP. Where 
authorities are notified by letter or wire, send copy of 
same to LINE-UP Editor. Application for reward must 
be postmarked within 24 hours after the hour fugitive 
has been positively identified through LINE-UP. (Po- 
lice officers who effect the capture of fugitives wanted 
by their own department are not eligible for LINE-UP 
rewards.) 


$400 REWARDS IN THIS ISSUE—377 CAPTURES TO DATE 


$37,700 Rewards Paid By T.D. Publishing Corporation—$20,770 Paid By Authorities 
Total Rewards Paid To Readers—$58,470 


located. SECOND—Advise us immediately upon identi- ` 


Identity of Readers Who Furnish Information Leading to ‘Captures Will Be Held Confidential Upon Request 


JOSEPH SETARO. Charge: Homicide. TD Reward: $100; 
Age, 48; height, 5'9"; weight, 180; hair, dark brown, wavy, 
speckled with gray. If located, notify nearest FBI office. Phone 
number is on page 2 of most local phone books. 


JOSEPH SETARO is being sought by the New York 
City Police Department on a charge of homicide and by 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation for interstate trans- 
portation of a stolen vehicle. 

On March 21, 1969, Setaro, also known as Louie Moran, 
allegedly shot and killed his former wife, Jeannette, in 
front of her home in Rosedale, Queens County, N.Y. 

This fugitive reportedly fled the slaying scene in a 1969 
Ford which had been stolen from Curry Ford Motors in 
Tampa, Florida. The car was later found abandoned. 

Setaro had been married 21 years and was the father 
of two children at the time he divorced his wife in Octo- 
ber, 1968, after a one-year separation. 

Following the alleged shooting, Setaro was reportedly 
seen in Florida, Arizona, New Jersey and Illinois. 

He had been employed at the time as a sheet metal 
worker for a company in Astoria, Queens County. 

Setaro, who does not drink or smoke, has a nickname, 
*Lemon," because of his fondness for lemon meringue pie. 


He is reported to be an avid gambler. His build is heavy ` 


and he combs his hair straight back. 

In view of the violent nature of the crime he is accused 
of, homicide with a gun, this fugitive should be considered 
armed and dangerous. = 


TRUE DETECTIVE reward offers are in effect up to six 
months after the publication of photo and the reward 
is payable to the person who first identifies the fugitive, 
prior to his arrest, from the photograph of the wanted 
subject appearing in LINE-UP and gives the tip that 
leads to his capture. 


TRUE DETECTIVE reserves the right of final decision 
in determining whether or not the evidence submitted 
by the claimant to the reward is sufficiently clear and 
conclusive. 


If you have any information on the whereabouts of 
the fugitives listed in this month’s LINE-UP, send it 
in a letter addressed to A. P. Govoni, Editor, TRUE 
DETECTIVE, 206 E. 43 St., New York, N.Y. 10017. 
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. (Continued from page 41) 
had been forced open. It was clear that 
the intruder had entered through the 
kitchen window. Then he had used a 
trick that is common to professional 
burglars: He had unlocked the kitchen 
door and left it open so that he would 
have a rapid means of escape if that 
became necessary. 

It was apparent that the victim's 
screams had frightened him away and 
that he had run out through the kitchen 
door, not bothering to close it. The en- 
tire area was in darkness then and if 
he knew his way around, he could have 
escaped within minutes. 

With the help of the floodlight, the 
identification officers searched the bed- 
room. They found blood streaked on the 
floor and on the inside of the bedroom 
door. The victim had been stabbed sev- 
eral times about the neck and throat. 

Meanwhile, other officers had discov- 
ered the cause of the transformer fail- 
ure. A motorist had struck a light pole 
and the impact had short-circuited 
cables and caused the transformer to 
burn out. 

From all that the officers could piece 
together, it appeared that this had hap- 


ned: 

The intruder had entered the Ander- 
son home a short time before the power 
failure: He obviously had been intent on 
rape and had a knife at the woman’s 
throat when the entire area was plunged 
into darkness, This caused both to panic 
—the victim to scream and the intruder 
to slash her throat with the knife. 

He might have been a stranger who 
had been around the house earlier and 
had been captivated by the woman he 
saw moving around inside the house. If 
he had watched the place, he undoubt- 
edly had seen the teenage boy. This 
probably had prompted him to wait 
until he was sure the boy was asleep. 

Once inside the house, he moved very 
cautiously to avoid making any noise 
that would awaken the boy sleeping in 
the living room. He probably was able 
to make his way from the reflection of 
street lamps to the bedroom. 

Mrs. Anderson probably was sleeping, 
but awakened with the point of the 
knife at her throat, she was warned not 
to scream. At first, she probably didn't. 
But then the lights went out and she 
began screaming. 

The intruder stabbed her repeatedly 
in the throat and neck to stifle her 
screams. Then, aware that the screams 
would awaken the boy and роз 
some of the neighbors, he fled through 
the open kitchen door. 

Meanwhile, his victim apparently had 
not quite lost consciousness and stag- 
gered towards the door to seek help 
from her son. But before she could do 
this, she fell and lapsed into a coma, 
from which she never recovered. In- 
stead of going through to the living 
room, she fell against the door, blocking 
it shut and leading her son to believe 
it was locked from the inside. 

After the officers had obtained all the 
information they could from the stricken 
youth, one of the policemen gathered up 
what clothes and other articles he would 
need and he was driven to the home of 
a relative. He would be available there 
if other questions arose that the detec- 
tives thought he might be able to an- 
swer, 

The dawning of the new day made the 
investigation somewhat easier for the de- 
tectives, but at the same time it created 


problems. Word of the tragedy had 
spread and many people were drawn to 
the scene by curiosity. Some of these 
were church-goers returning from early 
services; others were people who nor- 
mally would have slept late, since it was 
Sunday, but who arose early because of 
the excitement in the neighborhood. 

*We would have to question these peo- 
le, anyway, so we might as well do it 
ere," said Detective Mitchell. 

Officers with notebooks and pens be- 
gan circulating among the crowd, taking 
down names and addresses and asking a 
few pertinent questions. 

Dozens of people were questioned, 
but few had been awake at the time of 
the crime. A few had been driving home 
when they heard the impact of the auto- 
mobile striking the light pole and saw a 
blinding flash followed by total darkness. 
But they said they had seen no pedes- 
trians on the sidewalks and nobody 
acting in a suspicious manner near a 
house. 

Although most of the people living in 
the neighborhood had been at the scene, 
some had returned home before the 
questioning had been completed. Offi- 
cers were sent to talk to them and to 
the few who had not left their homes. 

Chief Identification Officer Grant de- 
voted his attention to the kitchen win- 
dow where the intruder had entered. In- 
stead of cutting the screen as most 
prowlers would have done, this one 

ad used a knife, or some other sharp 
instrument, to remove the molding. 

It was a familiar sight to Investigator 
Grant, who summoned Detective Mitch- 


ell, Sheriff’s Investigator Powell. and, 


State Attorney Golden. The way the 
screen had been removed was familiar 
to them, too. 


1. a period of several months there 
had been a total of 23 rape cases in Pen- 
sacola and Escambia County, as well as 
a few others in adjoining Santa Rosa 
County. All the victims had been in their 
bedrooms asleep—usually around three 
o'clock in the morning—when they had 
been awakened by two men standing 
over them. 

One put his hand over the victim's 
mouth, while the other prodded her none 
too gently with a knife at her throat. 
She was warned that if she tried to 
scream, or resisted in any other manner, 
she would be killed. 

Then, they took turns raping her. One 
assaulted her while the other held the 
sharp-pointed knife at her throat. When 
it was over, they fled through a door 
they had opened wide when they en- 
tered the house. 

In each of the 23 cases, by the time 
police had arrived, the two rapists had 
fled into the night. 

All the victims were able to give de- 
scriptions of a sort, but they were too 
vague to be of much help to the police. 

"The main thing I hope," State Attor- 
ney Golden had said, “is that we catch 
up with these fellows before they kill 
somebody." 

Checking the method of entry and es- 
cape in the rape cases, Investigators 
Grant and Powell found that the in- 
truders invariably had removed the 
molding around the screen. In every 
case, a kitchen door, or some other door 
close by, had been unlocked from the in- 
side. and swung open, so that there 


,would be no obstacle when the rap- 


ists were ready io make their escape. 

Some of the girls had been so hys- 
terical that they had been unable to tell 
the police anything of real value. But 
others had tried to get information that 
they later could give to the police. 


Although each assault had occurred in 
rooms that were not lighted, the eyes 
can become accustomed to the darkness 
and some of the girls were able to give 
good descriptions of their assailants’ fea- 
tures. When the men fled, some of the 
girls, instead of feeling sorry for them- 
selves, ran to a window where they could 
get a better look at their figures and 
clothing, which were more clearly visible 
in the street lights. | 

men were dressed in rough 
workmen’s clothing—usually blue denim 
pants and tee shirts—and when they 
talked to the girls, they hadn’t been 
very literate. It appeared that they were 
laborers of some kind. 

But all the girls, even those who had 
run to the window and watched the men 
flee, said they had not seen the men get 
into an automobile, nor had they heard 
the sound of an engine roaring to life. 

To the officers, this could mean one of 
two things: The men had parked a few 
blocks away to be sure that none of the 
victims would see the car. Or they didn’t 


. own a car and fled on foot, probably 


through dark alleys, until they could 
find a cab. This would have been no easy 
task, since all the rapes had occurred 
in quite residential neighborhoods, where 
a cruising cab seldom could be found. 
And the criminals probably would not 
take a chance on telephoning for a cab. 

While some of the officers were sent 
to question each of the rape victims 
again, Lieutenant Bert Robison of the 
Pensacola police arrived and helped 
Prosecutor Golden direct other phases of 
the Anderson homicide investigation. 
While teams of officers and detectives 
continued to question people in the 
neighborhood, Investigators Powell and 
Grant, aided BEE ects Mitchell, got 
down. on their knees and made an inch- 
by-inch search of the ground and grass 
around the Anderson house, hoping to 
find the murder weapon. 

Meanwhile, an autopsy had been per- 
formed on the victim and the pathologist 
said she had died of loss of blood from 
four vicious stab wounds in the throat 
and neck. There was no evidence of rape, 
but there was little doubt that this 
had been the motive. Mrs. Anderson ob- 
viously had struggled so fiercely that 
the men had panicked, stabbed her, and 
fled without accomplishing their original 


purpose. 

After he had viewed the body, State 
Attorney Golden said, "It's the worst 
crime I've ever seen." 

The pathologist reported that the 
murder instrument had been a knife 
with a long sharp blade, quite thin and 
about half an inch wide. 

This was the weapon the investigators 
were searching for. But they didn't find 
it in the yard, in the alley, or anywhere 
in the immediate vicinity of the house. 
More officers were called in and the 
search was widened to other streets and 
alleys in the area. 

These efforts yielded nothing. But all 
that day, Sunday, August 24th, officers 
continued to question everybody they 
could find in the neighborhood for sev- 
eral blocks in every direction. 

The man who had crashed his car into 
a power pole, causing the transformer to 
blow out, was questioned at length, but 
he was absolved of any connection with 
the crime or with the rapes which had 
preceded the murder. 

A few of the rape victims were able 
to give good enough descriptions so that 
a police artist could make what they 
said were fairly accurate sketches of the 
rapists. 

The girls said the two men had told 
them the police wouldn't be able to trace 


them because they didn’t live in Pensa- 
` eola—they just came to the city when 
they wanted to assault women. Some of 
the girls said the two men, who were 
not very literate, were arrogant and 
boastful. On one occasion they had men- 
tioned they were migrant farm workers. 

Copies of the sketches were given to 
all officers working on the rape and 
murder cases. Although Pensacola po- 
licemen were well acquainted with men 
who had been in trouble with the law 
in that city, they didn't recognize the 
men in the sketches. 

“Theres something familiar about 
them," said Lieutenant Robison, “but I 
cant put a name to them. Both the 
sketches and the descriptions are just a 
little too vague." 

Detective Mitchell agreed. 

But Detective Mitchell was so deter- 
mined to try to identify the killers—he 
was convinced that they were the same 
men who had been responsible for the 
23 unsolved rape cases—that he worked 
12 consecutive hours from the time the 
Anderson murder first was reported 
without any sleep at all, not even a cat- 
nap. Detective Mitchell is one of those 
law enforcement officers of the old 
school—he has no use for criminals of 
any kind and when there is a particu- 
ulàrly vicious crime such as the murder 
of Mrs, Anderson, he can't rest until he 
has done everything possible to try to 
find the killers. 

In this, he is not vindictive. His main 
concern is to get the criminals out of 
circulation before they can do more 
harm to other defenseless women. 

Finally, after the residents had been 
questioned repeatedly and a wide area 
had been searched for the weapon and 
other evidence, the officers gave up on 
that phase of the investigation. 

But State Attorney Golden and Lieu- 
tenant Robison now began to probe into 
the background of Mrs. Betty Sue An- 
derson. Had she met the two men some- 
time?Had they followed her home and 
learned her habits? Had they called at 
the Department of Public Health and 
seen her there? 

Backtracking, the officers learned that 
Mrs. Anderson was a native of Tennes- 
see, but that she had lived in Pensacola 
for the past 14 years. She was divorced 
and it was not known where her hus- 
band was. Her father and mother had 
been divorced, the mother living in 
Pensacola and the father in Opp, Ala- 
bama, a city of about 6,000, some 75 
miles northeast of Pensacola. 

When Tommy had recovered suffi- 
ciently from the shock, he told the de- 
tectives what he and his mother had 
done on Saturday, a day off from work 
for her. Though they lived on a quiet 
street, their modest home was only a 
block west of busy North Avenue in 
the northern section of Pensacola. 

Tommy said he and his mother had 
been at home all day, not going out at 
all After they had done the chores 
around the house, they relaxed and 
watched television. Tommy said they had 
no visitors all day. Nor had he seen any 
suspicious characters loitering on the 
street in the vicinity of their home. 

After dinner Saturday evening, 
Tommy said, they watched television 
together. During the Lawrence Welk 
show, sometime between 8:30 and nine 
o’clock, Mrs. Anderson got up. 

"Im tired and am going to bed," she 
told Tommy. 

*Okay, Mother," the son said he re- 
plied. “See you tomorrow.” 

Neither of them knew then that there 
would be no tomorrow for her as she 
went in the bedroom and closed the 


door. Tommy watched TV a while long- . 


er, then went to bed in the living room. 
It was about six hours after his mother 
went to bed that he was awakened by 
her screams. But the blackout had oc- 
curred by that time and it was impos- 
sible for him to see anyone leaving, al- 
though there was no doubt that the 
killers fled about the time the boy was 
running to see what had happened to 
his mother. 

That was all Tommy was able to add 
to what he already had told the police. 

Despite the continued investigation— 
one of the most intensive ever carried 
on in Pensacola—the killers remained 
unidentified. 

Then, three weeks after the slaying 
of Mrs. Anderson, as if they were 
thumbing their noses at the law, the 
two men struck again. The girl whose 
bedroom they entered realized it was 
dangerous to resist and submitted, at 
the same time getting a good look at 
them in the light reflected from the 
street. When she looked at the sketches, 
she said she was sure they were the 
same pair, ` 

The investigation was intensified. 
Every Pensacola policeman, every de- 
tective and deputy under the command 
of Sheriff Davis, began looking for the 
two men. Even more important than 
catching them for punishment was pre- 
venting them from killing again. 

The two men apparently became 
aware of this and for the next two 
months, they attacked no more Pensa- 
cola women. 

The next time they were heard from 
was in mid-November when two men 
assaulted a Canadian girl who was visit- 
ing in Pensacola. She had heard of the 
two rapists and she stifled her fear 
to make a pretense of friendliness. 

She resisted only when they prepared 
to rape her. Then they threatened to kill 
her. She said they boasted that they 
had killed Mrs. Anderson and one more 
murder wouldn’t make any difference. 
Before they left, just before dawn, one 
of the men stole several packs of Lucky 
Strike cigarettes from the girl’s apart- 
ment, 


А, soon as they had gone, the girl 
notified the police and she was taken to 
headquarters, where she related the de- 
tails to Prosecutor Golden, Lieutenant 
Robison and Detective Mitchell. The 
men had stayed in her apartment longer 
and she had been able to get a better 
look at them. 

The added details were enough to 
bring the previously vague descriptions 
into sharper focus. The sketches were 
revised and copies were made for the 
investigating officers. They previously 
had been іп a section of Pensacola 
where migrant workers were known to 
live and they went there again. 

They showed the pictures and told 
what the two men were suspected of. 
Finally some names began to emerge. 
Several persons said the sketches re- 
sembled Essie James Felton and Fred- 
die Lee Odom, who lived together on 
Crockett Street when they were in Pen- 
sacola. The two rapists had told some of 
their victims that they were not from 
Pensacola, but were in and out of the 
city. The informants said that applied to 
Odom and Felton. 

Detectives went to the address on 
East Crockett Street and arrested Fred- 
die Lee Odom. But Felton had fled. All 
the detectives could learn was that he 
had taken a cab to downtown Pensacola. 

Cab companies were contacted and 
drivers were shown the sketch that re- 
sembled Felton, Finally, Detective Mit- 


chell located a driver who said he had 
picked up Felton. 

“Where did you take him?” 

“To the bus station,” the driver re- 
plied. 

Detective Mitchell contacted Prosecu- 
tor Golden and Lieutenant Robison and 
they met at the bus station, where ticket 
agents were shown the picture of Fel- 
ton. They found one man who recog- 
nized it. 

The agent checked his records and he 
said he was certain that the man had 
bought a one-way ticket for Lake 
Worth, a Florida east coast city of about 
25,000, a few miles south of Palm Beach. 
Police of Lake Worth were asked to 
look for him and two days after he had 
left Pensacola, Lake Worth police noti- 
fied Lieutenant Robison that Felton was 
in custody. 

At Prosecutor Golden’s request, the 
Lake Worth police did some detective 
work, From his cronies in Pensacola, 
Detective Mitchell had learned that Fel- 
ton never had been known to smoke 
Lucky Strike cigarettes. But when he 
was arrested in Lake Worth, he had two 
packs of Luckies in his possession and 
claimed they were his regular brand. 

Asked where he had obtained them, 
he named a small shop that sells notions, 
including cigarettes. When the police in- 
quired if Felton had bought the cigar- 
ettes there, the proprietor said that he 
didn't carry Lucky Strikes because he 
had little demand for them. He said he 
had none in stock and could not have 
sold them to Felton. 

Convinced now that Felton was a good 
suspect, Prosecutor Golden obtained a 
warrant charging him with first-degree 
murder. Then Golden, Lieutenant Robi- 
son and Detective Mitchell drove to 
Lake Worth and picked up Felton. 

The return trip began about 9:30 a.m., 
and was without incident until early 
afternoon. As they approached DeFuniak 
Springs, a city of about 5,500, 71 miles 
east of Pensacola, Felton said he was 
hungry. The officers stopped in front of 
a restaurant on the main street of De- 
Funiak Springs and Golden and Robison 
went in to buy sandwiches, leaving Fel- 
ton handcuffed in the back seat. 

When the two men went in the res- 
taurant, Felton asked Detective Mitchell 
to remove one of the handcuffs so that 
the prisoner would have one hand free 
to handie his sandwich. Mitchell agreed 
and reached across to the back seat to 
unlock one of the handcuffs. 

As he did so, Felton struck him 
across the head with the handcuffs, 
jumped him and tried to take the de- 
tective's gun. In the struggle that fol- 
lowed, four shots were fired and one of 
them struck Felton in the left temple, 
killing him almost immediately. 

He was dead on arrival at Lakeside 
Hospital in DeFuniak Springs. Detective 
Mitchell was taken to the same hospital, 
where he was treated for cuts on his 
nose and face: It also was discovered 
that he had suffered a concussion when 
struck by the handcuffs. 

Physicians said his condition was sat- 
isfactory, but he was kept in the hos- 
pital until the concussion \had cleared 
up. He has since returned to active duty. 

Meanwhile, Freddie Lee Одот has 
been charged with rape of the Pensa- 
cola girl in September. Rape is a capital 
crime in Florida and as this was written, 
Odom was held without bond in the 
Escambia County jail in Pensacola, 
awaiting further legal action. The in- 
vestigation is continuing and officials 
have not announced whether Odom will 
be charged in connection with the slay- 
ing of Mrs, Anderson. 
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Fatal Journey 


(Continued from page 35) 


“If he leaves the car for any reason and 
you know the woman and the children 
are safe,” Kelly said, “then you can take 
him. But for the time being continue.as 


tact. ll advise the Highway Patro 
phone of what’s transpiring.” 

*'Ten-four," Jackson acknowledged. 

The sergeant had barely completed 
his radio transmission when McEvers' 
car slowed and his directional light 
flashed for a left turn. Jackson slowed 
his vehicle, but McEvers resumed his 
speed and the light indicator went off. 
McEvers continued driving at the same 
breakneck speed, but Sergeant Jackson 
was able to maintain his distance. 

Then, suddenly, McEvers pulled to a 
stop next to a telephone booth at a 
closed station. Jackson, still some dis- 
tance back, braked his car to a halt. 
Jackson watched McEvers closely, but 
the man made no attempt to leave his 
car. 

After pausing for a few moments, Mc- 
Evers headed again in the same easter- 
ly direction on 299, through the small 
towns of Weaverville and Douglas City. 

As McEvers approached a small ser- 
vice station some distance from Douglas 
City, his brake lights went on and he 
suddenly turned into the station and 
pulled up to the gas pumps. Jackson 
brought his vehicle to a halt, again some 
distance back from McEvers' car. 

Jackson had hoped that he would at 
last have an opportunity to catch Mc- 
Evers away from the car, but his hopes 
faded when McEvers paid for his gas- 
oline and drove back onto the highway 
without ever leaving the automobile. 

From this point on, however, McEvers 
slowed his speed to only 45 miles an 
hour, which indicated to Jackson that 
McEvers had now probably spotted his 
patrol car. 

In the meantime, Captain George L. 
Bertotti of the Redding office of the 
California Highway Patrol had received 
information of the kidnaping and flight 
and now mulled over the same prob- 
lems which confronted the other offi- 
cers. He too was aware of McEvers' 
emotional state of mind and knew that 
McEvers' actions could not be predict- 
ed. Would McEvers suddenly panic and 
crash the car in a final attempt at mur- 
der and suicide? Would he use the gun 
on his wife as he had threatened to do? 
What of innocent bystanders who might 
be killed? If McEvers was permitted to 
enter the heavily-populated Redding 
area, there would be no telling what 
might happen. А 

Оп the other hand, a well-executed 
roadblock in an unpopulated area might 
catch McEvers by surprise; if rapidly 
carried out it would afford a certain 
amount of protection for Linda and the 
children simply from the element of 
surprise. 

Dangers were inherent in any course 
of action the officers might take, and the 
experienced Captain Bertotti was aware 
of them. It would be one thing to sit 
down with a contingent of officers and 
discuss possible solutions to the prob- 
lem, but time was a luxury they 
couldn't afford. A decision had to be 
made, and made right now. 

Captain Bertotti decided that the best 
course of action was to set up a road- 
block. If it could be set up at the very 
western edge of the tiny community of 
old Shasta there would be street lights 
illuminating the otherwise darkened 
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highway, thus lessening the chance that 
McEvers could escape in the darkness. 
There was a large knoll immediately to 
the west over which МеЕуегѕ would 
travel, and he would be unaware of the 
roadblock until he was on top of it. 

The lack of communications between 
Trinity County Sheriffs Sergeant Sam 
Jackson and the California Highway 
Patrol vehicle was a definite disadvan- 
tage. However, the Trinity County sher- 
iff’s office was notified by telephone that 
there would be a roadblock set up west 
of Shasta, and this information in turn 
was relayed to Sergéant Jackson. 

Captain Bertotti wasted no time in 
rapidly establishing a roadblock. Traffic 
would be detained several blocks east of 
where the car stop would take place, 
and a C.H.P. unit was dispatched to 
Rock Creek Road, a short distance to 
the west of Shasta, with instructions to 
radio the officers at the roadblock when 
McEvers was sighted. This unit was to 
then back up Sergeant Jackson. An ad- 
ditional Highway Patrol unit would 
stop traffic to the west after McEvers 
and Jackson had passed. 

Sergeant Jackson continued following 
McEvers’ car. He had been informed of 
the roadblock west of Shasta, but he 
was unaware of the exact location. 
Knowing that a stop would be made, 
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however, he increased his speed slightly 


'and shortened the distance between Mc- 


Evers’ vehicle and his own, Shortly af- 
ter this a C.H.P. unit pulled into posi- 
tion behind the sergeant's car. 

Captain Bertotti, in the meantime, 
had wisely decided against a physical 
blocking of the road in advance; a “roll- 
ing stop" was to be utilized. 

As Sergeant Jackson crested the top 
of the knoll at the Shasta city limits, he 
observed a Highway Patrol unit heading 
toward him. This unit suddenly made a 
rapid U-turn in front of McEvers’ car 
and braked to a halt. 

As McEvers stopped his car, the 
C.H.P. unit behind Jackson passed the 
sergeants and McEvers’ vehicles and 
pulled to a halt in the left lane. Jackson 
stopped his car to the right rear of Mc- 
Evers' vehicle, which then was boxed 


in. 

Having the safety of Linda and the 
children uppermost in his mind, Ser- 
geant Jackson rushed to the passenger 
side of the McEvers’ car. He had hoped 
that the presence of the other officers 
near McEvers' side of the car would dis- 
tract the kidnaper until the safety of 
the woman and children could be as- 
sured, 

Jackson found the door on the right 
side of the car to be locked. The High- 
way Patrolman similarly found the door 
on the driver’s side to be locked. But 


the window was down several inches on 
the passenger’s side, and Jackson was 
able to reach inside and unlock the 
door. ; 

As he was attempting to remove Lin- 
da from the car, Sergeant Jackson saw 
McEvers reach toward the floorboard. 
As he rose up swiftly, a shot suddenly 
rang out from within the car. 

Linda slumped in the seat. At the 
same time Sergeant Jackson felt the 
searing impact of the slug tearing into his 
arm. 

The McEvers car began to roll for- 
ward on the downhill slope of the high- 
way. While the car was in motion a sec- 
ond shot was fired, this one from the 
Highway Patrol officer's weapon. This 
slug creased the back of McEvers' head, 
and it was not known until later that 
the bullet had continued on, striking 
Linda in both legs and tearing off the 
net finger of Sergeant Jackson's right 
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But despite his wounds, as McEvers' 
vehicle halted against the Highway Pa- 
trol eruiser, Sergeant Jackson wrestled 
the gun away from McEvers and 
dragged him out of the car. The High- 
way Patrolman rapidly handcuffed Dave 
McEvers and the officers turned their 
attention to Linda and the children. 

The children, although upset and cry- 
ing hysterically, appeared to be un- 
harmed. The threat to take Linda’s life 
had been carried out by her husband. 
The officers found that the slug from 
McEvers’ automatic had pierced her 
head. She was not breathing, and the 
officers could find no pulse. 

McEvers was treated at the Redding 
hospital and was then taken to the 
Shasta County Jail where he was 
booked on charges of kidnaping, assault 
with a deadly weapon on a peace of- 
ficer, and murder. 

Sergeant Jackson underwent surger 
at the hospital and was later released. 

On October 27, 1969, David Robert 
McEvers appeared in Superior Court 
with his attorney, Public Defender Jere 
E. Hurley Jr. With the concurrence of 
District Attorney Robert Baker, he en- 
tered pleas of guilty to each of the 
charges against him. It was stipulated 
that the court find the murder to be 
second degree. 

On November 10, 1969, McEvers was 
sentenced to the "term prescribed by 
law" in the State Prison at Vacaville, 
California. 

Although the exact length of time of 
his sentence will be set later by the 
California Board of Prison Terms and 
Paroles, California law provides for sen- 
tences of five years to life for second- 
degree murder, not more than 15 years 
for assault with a deadly weapon, and 
one to 25 years for kidnaping. McEvers 
wil serve the murder and assault with 
a deadly weapon sentences consecutive- 
ly, but concurrently with the sentence 
for kidnaping. 

The people in Northern California 
will not soon forget the 150-mile chase 
over one of the state's most rugged 
highways, or the heroic law officers who 
took part in it. They will remember at- 
tractive Linda McEvers, who has been 
forever released from bondage, and her 
killer who paces back and forth in his 
cell, remembering what he has done or, 
possibly, trying to forget. $$$ 


The names Fred and Yvonne Gil- 
christ, as used in the foregoing story, 
are not the real names of the persons 


concerned. These persons have been 
given fictitious names to protect their 
identity. 


CRIME 


AMERICA! 


The soaring crime rate, and what to do about it, has become one of the most contro- 
versial issues of the day. Politicians, and a large segment of the public, clamor for swift, 
stringent measures to protect society. At the same time, blithely ignoring the contradic- 


tions in their thinking, they cry out for limitations of police power. 


The country is full of self-proclaimed experts. Everyone has an answer to the problem, 
but the problem doesn’t get solved. 


Crime and criminals are commanding unprecedented attention from editorial writers 
and producers of television documentaries. Noted writers are turning out books, belatedly, 
on such notorious cases as the slaughter of the Clutter family in Kansas, the Boston 


Strangler, Ohio’s Sheppard murder, and others. 


None of this is new to our readers. In the pages of our magazines, scant weeks after 
the event occurred, they were able to read detailed, in-depth reports on these, and other 
headline police investigations, authoritatively written by the country’s foremost crime 


reporters. 


If you want to gain understanding and a penetrating insight into the war on crime in 


America, read America’s leading fact crime magazines: 


TRUE DETECTIVE 
MASTER DETECTIVE 
OFFICIAL DETECTIVE 
On Sale At All Newsstands 
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Case of Magician... 


(Continued from page 31) 


nor did any amount of careful thinking. 
A discreet investigation of the Gerard 
family produced more interesting infor- 
mation, but it was not really helpful 
either. As might be: expected with a 
practicing magician,  Gerard's back- 
ground was complicated and rather ob- 
scure. 

His early life had been simple enough. 
Maurice Gerard had been born in Mar- 
sal itself on January 30, 1929, the son of 
a farmer. His father, Antoine Gerard, 
had been comfortably well-off, owning a 
comparatively large farm and the old 
military hospital which Maurice had 
later inherited as his home. 

Sorcery apparently ran in the Gerard 
family. The elder Gerard had spent his 
entire life in the study of occult books 
and the exploration of the ancient lost 
tunnels beneath the earth of Marsal. He 
openly proclaimed himself a wizard and 
he was often sought out by the other vil- 
lagers for casting spells, warding off 
the evil eye and other such occult mat- 
ters. 

His son, Maurice, had had access to 
the occult books studied Бу his father 
from the earliest age, but his formal ed- 
ucation had been sketchy. While still in 
the local elementary school, the German 
invasion of France had taken place and 
Maurice together with his entire family 
had been evacuated to the south. 

Following the end of the war, the 
Gerards had regained control of their 
property and for a time Maurice had 
worked with his father and brothers on 
the farm. He was, however, a poor 
farmer and his thirst for knowledge 
drove him to take correspondence 
courses in physics, chemistry, languages 
and even medicine. 

His greatest interest had, however, re- 
mained with the study of the occult and, 
by the time he had reached the age of 
twenty-three, he had earned the title of 
Professor of Yoga and set off for Paris 
to seek his fortune. 

Chief Comte was unable to discover 
much of what Gerard had done in Paris. 
The only definite piece of intelligence 
was that he had begun as a sales clerk 
in a store. After that, there was a long, 
blank gap, during which the Swami 
Natkormano, as he now called himself, 
had married Josiane, otherwise known 
as the Priestess Alveola, and, according 
to his own statement, had been initiated 
into the priesthood of the occult at a 
ceremony held in an underground tem- 
ple in Hawaii. It was here that he had 
learned the secret of the talking statues. 

Life in Paris had, apparently, not 
agreed with the Gerards and in 1964 he 
returned to Marsal with his now four 
children and took up residence in the old 
military hospital The sorcerer and his 
family had been given a warm welcome 
in his home town. Marsal is an old place 
and there were few who saw anything 


unusual in a man practicing magic for 


his living. Besides, as the neighbors 
pointed out, the Gerards bothered no 
one, but lived in complete isolation, 
scarcely sticking their noses out of the 
old hospital. Not infrequently, nothing 
would be seen of them for days on end 
and, if there were stories of strange 
ceremonies which went on in the deep 
cellars throughout the night, well, that 
was the Gerards’ business. 

"This Swami Natkormano is a very 
strange fish," said Sergeant Massue. 
“On the other hand, he must be success- 
ful. He seems to have plenty of money.” 


“He is not only a very strange fish,” 
agreed the Chief, “but I am beginning 
to feel that this whole affair has a de- 
cidedly fishy smell to it. Whatever the 
opinion of the people of Marsal, I do not 
believe in magic. 

“Someone is concealing something,” 
said the chief. “Let us look at this case 
without the magic. Here we have an 
enormously strong building in which ten 
people are sleeping. There is only one 
door and it is bolted from inside. The 
windows are all covered with strong 
shutters and they too are secured from 
within. During the night, two children 
and two statues are taken from this 
building. No one awakes except Gerard. 
He states that five shots were fired, but 
no one hears them.” 

“Do not forget the watch dog,” said 
Massue. “The neighbors say that the 
Gerard dog is very alert. He begins to 
bark immediately if anyone approaches 
the building, but on the night of the kid- 
napping no one heard him bark." 

“Exactly,” the Chief said. “Мог have 
we been able to find the marks of the 
bullets which Gerard says whistled past 
his ears and must then have struck the 
door or the front of the house.” 

“And, if Gerard is correct in his be- 
lief that the children were taken as hos- 


tages to force him to reveal the secret of. 


the talking statues, then the kidnapers 
would surely have got in touch with 
him,” said Massue, 

The Chief came to a decision. “Take 
four men with you,” he said, “and go to 
Marsal. Bring Gerard and his wife here 
for questioning. We will see whether 
they continue to tell the same story 
when they have to repeat it a number 
of times.” 


Tks sergeant departed for Marsal 
and, some time later, returned with the 
highly indignant magician and his 
equally indignant wife. Somewhat to the 
surprise of the chief, there was not the 
slightest variation in their stories, no 
matter how often they were told. 

“Evil forces have spirited away my 
children,” said the magician reproach- 
fully, “and you can do no better than to 
hold their parents and subject them to 
endless, unreasonable questions!” 

The Chief could, however, do better. 
Mobilizing all his men, he proceeded to 
Marsal where he caused a scaffolding to 
be built along the front of the house. 
The wall, the door and the shutters were 
then gone over inch by inch. So too, 
were the neighboring houses, the sheds 
and even the utility poles. Nowhere 
could any trace of a bullet be found. 

“Peculiar bullets,’ said the chief. 
"They must have been fired straight up 
in the air." 

“T have the feeling that you do not be- 
leve that the children were kidnaped," 
said Sergeant Massue. 

“Your feelings are quite correct," said 
the inspector. "I do not believe that the 
children were ever taken from this 
house. They are stil in it." 

*Could there have been an accident?" 
speculated the sergeant. "Have you seen 
the old gas stove in the room next to 
that occupied by the missing children? 
It is still connected to the gas line." 

"There was no smell of gas when we 
were called to the house," said the chief, 
"but, at the moment, I am prepared to 
follow up any theory. See if you can 
round up some goats or rabbits. We will 
lock them in the children's room and see 
if it is possible to gas them." 

The rabbits were procured and the 
tests were carried out, but the results 
were negative. No gas  penetrated 
through the wall into the bedroom. 


“Nevertheless,” said the chief, “I am 
convinced that the children or what re- 
mains of them are still in this house and 
we are going to find them if we have to 
disassemble the entire structure stone 
by stone." 

Nearly forty police officers were 
equipped with shovels, picks, wrecking 
bars and sledge hammers. Like locusts, 
they descended on the old military hos- 
pital searching the attics, probing the 
walls and even digging up the back 
yard. Nothing was found. 

Eventually, the investigations concen- 
trated their search in the huge cellars. 
Here, there was, at least, some success. 
The ground under the ancient building 
and, for that matter, under all of Mar- 
sal was honeycombed with passages, 
many of which were sealed off and had 
obviously not been entered in decades if 
not centuries. Some, however, showed 
signs of more recent use. | 

“We have found a passageway lead- 
ing from the cellar,” reported Sergeant 
Massue. “There are many strange 
things in it. Perhaps you had better 
come and look.” 

Chief Comte descended to the cellar 
where he found the gendarmes grouped 
around an opening in the cellar wall. It 
had been sealed with large, square, cut 
stones which had been laid up without 
mortar. Beyond the hole in the wall, the 
passage opened out to a width of some 
eight feet and stretched away for an in- 
determinate distance into the darkness. 

Sergeant Massue shone a powerful 
electric hand lantern into the opening. 


' The passage seemed to go on for some 


twenty feet and then make an abrupt 
turn to the right. At the far end, where 
the passage turned, a stone altar had 
been set up against the wall and there 
were candles on it. On either side of the 
altar stood weirdly shaped tripods made 
of copper tubing. The wall over the 
altar was covered with a tapestry de- 
picting strange monsters and half-men, 
half- animal creatures. There were 
broad, black stains running over the top 
of the altar and down the front. 

“Get more lanterns,’ ordered the 
Chief. “I want this passage gone over 
inch by inch,” He stepped into the open- 
ing and walked up to the altar, followed 
by the sergeant. “Blood,” he said, touch- 
ing the dark stains with his forefinger, 


"unless I'm greatly mistaken.” 


Tue Chief was not mistaken. The 
altar was drenched with blood! The 
stains were so fresh that they had not 
even completely dried! | 

While the sergeant put in an urgent 
call to the police laboratories in Nancy, 
Chief Comte directed the investigations 
within the hidden passage. There was no 
question but what it had been in use re- 
cently, but apparently only up to the 
point where it made the sharp turn to 
the right. Beyond this point, the dust 
still lay heavy and undisturbed for cen- 
turies, on the floor. 

Armed with lanterns and walking in 
single file to avoid obliterating any pos- 
sible footprints, the chief and his men 
followed the passage to its end, some 
six hundred yards away. Although noth- 
ing was found, there were other open- 
ings and stairs connecting the passage 
with other passages on the same floor, 
although on higher and lower levels. 
Some of the passages ended in the cel- 
lars of other buildings. 

For two days, squads of gendarmes 
combed the passages beneath Marsal, 
without success. No trace of the missing 
children could be found nor was there 
any indication that the children had ever 
been in the passages. 


“Unfortunately, this does not mean 
very much,” said Sergeant Massue, wip- 
ing the dust from his forehead. “We 
have no way of knowing how many oth- 
er openings have been sealed off or con- 
cealed. The whole area is like a rabbit 
warren. Vauban’s soldiers were excel- 
lent diggers.” 

“Not only Vauban,” said Chief Comte 
gloomily. “This place has been fought 
over for a thousand years. God knows 
what is underneath the ground. Do we 
have a report yet from Nancy on the 
blood samples?” 

“They promised to call this after- 
noon,” said Massue. “The blood should 
be enough for an indictment, if it proves 
to be human.” 

Unfortunately for Chief Comte’s case, 
the blood did not prove to be human. In- 
stead, it was blood from several goats! 

‘Logical,’ said the Chief. “I have 
heard that the sorcerers use goats for 
their sacrifices. Aside from the objec- 
tions from the S.P.C.A., it is not illegal.” 

Chief Comte and his men withdrew to 
Vic-sur-Seille, thwarted but not beaten. 
Maurice Gerard and his wife were still 
being held in custody and the question- 
ing continued, although, up to that 
point, it had brought no results other 
than threats by the magician to cast 
spells over the entire gendarmerie. 

Two days after the unsuccessful 
house search, however, the Chief re- 
ceived a visit from a distinguished per- 
son. His name was Maurice Messague 
and he was generally credited with 
being the most famous occultist and 
faith healer in Europe. 

Messague was no stranger to the po- 
lice, having worked with them in many 
European countries in the location of 
missing persons and in the solution of 
murder cases, with which he had had a 
number of astonishing successes. 

“I have read in the newspapers of the 
sad disappearance of the two children 
belonging to my colleague, the Swami 
Natkormano,” he said by way of intro- 
duction, “and there is certain informa- 
tion I possess and which I believe should 
be made available to the police.” 

Chief Comte had, by this time, devel- 
oped a considerable degree of impatience 


with magicians in general, but Messague 


was a respected figure in many circles, 
including the police and he listened. 

“Some time ago,” said Messague, “the 
Swami Natkormano came to me with a 
request for advice. He was a successful 
sorcerer who had received honorable at- 
tention in Robert Charroux’s famous 
book, “Book of the Masters of the 
World”, but he was filled with ambition. 
It was his goal, he said, to become the 
greatest wizard in the whole world. 

“T advised him to concentrate on good 
deeds and the service of his fellow men, 
but he did not seem to feel that this was 
adequate. He was determined to become 
the greatest sorcerer of all and in the 
shortest possible time. He spoke of for- 
bidden things, of sacrifices to strange 
gods. He said that he was even pre- 
pared to perform the ultimate act.” 

“The ultimate act?” said the Chief. 

“Human sacrifice," said Messague. 

After he had gone, Sergeant Massue, 
who had listened to the strange recital, 
turned to his chief. “My God” he ex- 
claimed. “Do you think he has sacrificed 
his own children?” | 

“Т don’t know,” said the Chief, rub- 
bing the top of his head wearily. “I am 
beginning to think that anything is pos- 
sible. These people are mad! They are 
capable of anything! All I know is that 
two little children are missing and we 
cannot find them. Go and question Ger- 


ard some more. Tell him what Messague 
said. See what his reaction is.” 

Gerard’s reaction was one of cold, bit- 
ter rage. His thin lips curled back in a 
snarl to show stained, broken teeth, he 
hissed threats against Messague, whom 
he accused of professional jealousy, 
Chief Comte, whom he described as the 
anti-Christ, and the sergeant, whose 
hair and teeth would soon fall out as a 
result of his spells and who would die a 
slow and painful death from an incur- 
able disease. 

The prospect was not appealing to the 
sergeant who was not as completely 
skeptical in his attitude toward magic as 
the chief, but he continued his question- 
ing until the Magician became entirely 
incoherent and began shrieking his 
threats and accusations in an unknown 
language and then returned to his su- 
perior’s office. 

“I think he is mad,” he said, a little 
uncomfortably. “At least, I hope he is 
mad. Otherwise, I shall have no teeth or 
hair within a short time." 

*Ah yes," said the Chief. "The threats 
again. If they were potent, I would have 
been dead last week. I suppose he said 
nothing of significance? In that case, we 
shall simply have to wait. Sooner or 
later, we are going to find the children or 
he is going to get tired of the question- 
ing and tell the truth or some further 
information will be uncovered ог...” 

The end of the thread of information 
which the chief was hoping to uncover 
came to his hand the following day. For 
weeks he had been trying to find some 
person outside the Gerard household 
who had' known the family well and had 
had some idea of what went on inside 
the old stone hospital His efforts had all 
failed because the Gerards had lived as 
complete recluses. Finally, it had oc- 
curred to him that the two youngest 
children, Pascal and Natalie, had been 
born in Marsal and that Mrs. Gerard 
had undoubtedly had a doctor in atten- 
dance. This she denied, but Comte had 
found him in the person of Dr. Etienne 
Cave of the nearby village of Dieuze. 
Dr. Cave had some interesting observa- 
tions to make and was also able to pro- 
vide a lead to the most significant clue 
in the entire case. 

“Both of the two missing children," 
said Dr. Cave, “were handicapped. Pas- 
cal suffered from a type of bone disease 
which made him crippled in one leg. 
Gabriel was nearly deaf and was af- 
flicted with an impediment in his speech 
so that he could not talk normally. The 
other children were, however, normal" 

He then added the comment which 
was finally to provide the chief with the 
material necessary to obtain an indict- 
ment, 

"The doctor in Paris who assisted at 
Mrs. Gerard's previous births," he said, 
“is named Dr. Louis Brabant. I believe he 


has his offices in the Rue Montmartre." 

A few hours later, the Chief, Comte, 
was in Paris himself and talking with 
Dr. Brabant who confirmed the fact that 
Gabriel.had been born partially deaf 
and dumb, but he was not able to pro- 
vide any ‘other information. “A large 


family, he observed. “The Gerards. 
Eight children.” 
“Hight?” said the inspector. “They 


only have six counting the two born in 
Marsal.” 

“I personally delivered Mrs. Gerard 
of six children here in Paris,” said the 
doctor. 

And a check of the city birth registry 
showed that the doctor had not been 
mistaken, The Gerards had indeed had 
eight children. Now they had four. Where 
were the other two? 

Maurice Gerard’s response to the 
question was the usual series of threats 
and denials that he had ever had more 
than six children. This time, however, 
there was concrete evidence and Chief 
Comte presented his case to the investi- 
gating judge in Nancy. The investigat- 
ing judge, who in France acts as a 
grand jury, found sufficient evidence of 
foul play to have Gerard and his wife 
bound over for trial. At the same time, 
he ordered, at the chief’s request, a com- 
plete psychiatric examination of the 
couple. 

This was carried out by a panel of 
leading psychiatrists who on April 24, 
1969 declared Maurice and Josiane Ger- 
ard to be insane and unaware of the 
consequences of their actions. 

When she heard herself declared to be 
severely demented as to be capable of 
committing acts of violence upon her 
children, Josiane was so infuriated she 
threw an ashtray at the presiding judge. 
Nonetheless, a court order was issued 
committing both Maurice and Josiane to 
an institution for the, criminally in- 
sane for the remainder of their natural 
lives. The bodies of little Gabriel and 
Pascal Gerard were never found and 
both parents have denied to the last any 
knowledge of the missing children. 

The two disciples, Michel Dib and Mi- 
chel Vaugrante were cleared of all com- 
plicity in the case. To them, Gerard, who 
admitted publicly that he has no super- 
natural powers, said, “If I’ve confessed 
to being a charlatan, it’s to avoid the 


asylum. I continue to believe in my stat- . 


uettes which speak." 


Eprror’s Note: 


The names, Lucien Comte, Jean 


Massue, Etienne Cave and Louis Bra- 
bant, as used in the foregoing story, 


are not the real names of the persons 
concerned. These persons have been 
given fictitious names to protect their 
identities. 
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Half of Force Slain 


(Continued from page 8) 


he noted, was a dark-reddish Dodge con- 
vertible, late model, with one headlight 
out. 

Could this be the bandit suspects? 

Officer Brandon trailed them. Slowly. 

The Dodge slowed down still more, 
pausing inordinately long at intersec- 
tions and stop signs. Brandon thought he 
saw someone in the car peering out the 
rear window, watching his patrol car. 
They traveled down Country Club to- 
ward the heart of the city, where it be- 
comes First Street. Brandon remained a 
short distance behind the vehicle. 

In addition to keeping tabs on the 
Dodge, the alert officer had also been 
busy on his radio. Other police cruisers 
began moving into the area. 

At the intersection of First Street, 
Miller Street and Stratford Road, patrol 
cars suddenly seemed to materialize from 
all directions. As one news reporter 
wrote later, “It was like an armada— 
they swooped in from everywhere.” 

One thing was certain, the officers 
knew, and that was that the occupants of 
the Dodge weren’t going anywhere—ex- 
cept where the officers wanted them. 

Offering no resistance, the men in the 
Dodge, the suspected cop-slayers, filed 
meekly out of the car, hands high. 

There were four of them. Police 
searched them and found two guns—a 
22 caliber pistol and a .38. They were 
then taken to police headquarters, ad- 
vised of their constitutional rights, and 
booked—with two charges of murder and 
two counts of armed robbery. 

Sheriff Jim Taylor of Surry County 
said the next day that the men had 
signed “statements.” He would not at 
that time say, however, if the statements 
were confessions. 

The suspects were listed as Perry 
Sanders, 23; his 20-year-old brother, 
Lexie, and brothers James and Charles 
Monroe, 22 and 20 years old, respec- 
tively. All four lived in Sanford, North 
Carolina, a town approximately 100 miles 
southeast of Winston-Salem. 

Another brother of Perry and Lexie 

told a reporter a few days after the slay- 
ings that he usually went with his broth- 
ers and their friends (although he hadn't 
that night) when they left their rural 
home for a trip to a large town. "There's 
fun in these towns," the brother said. 
"The people in Sanford like to fight." 
. Trial was set for the four men; after 
some delay, it began Thanksgiving week 
in Forsyth Superior Court (Winston- 
Salem) where it had been moved from 
Surry County. 

Perry Sanders, a Vietnam war veteran, 
had admitted-shooting the officers, but 
he entered a plea of not guilty to 
charges of first-degree murder. His 
court-appointed defense attorneys at- 
tempted to show that Sanders’ actions 
were related to his experience while 
serving in the military in Vietnam, that 
the killings were a spontaneous reaction 
and not premeditated, which is a re- 
quirement to prove first-degree murder. 

Calmly and in great detail, Perry San- 
ders leaned back in the witness chair, 
his hand to his mouth, and told the jury 
that he fired the first shot with his eyes 
closed and then “something snapped.” 
He used the same care with details in 
admitting to the robberies (essentially 
the same as the versions recounted by 
the victims); his statement in open court 
describing the wanton shootings left sev- 
eral persons weeping unashamedly. 

Sanders described a frustrating day in 


Sanford, his home town, when his car 
broke down and when he and Lexie, in 
Lexie’s new Dodge, got together with the 
Monroe brothers and started drinking 
and decided to “knock over" a service 
station to pay their bills. 

He said they drove to Forsyth County, 
got lost and then robbed two service sta- 
tions. He admitted doing most of the 
talking during the robberies and admit- 
ted hitting both attendants on the head. 
They then got lost in Surry County. 

“We didn't know where we were and 
we were almost out of gas," Sanders told 
the jury. ^We were in this little town 
and none of the stations were open. Then 
we saw this police car following us." 

Perry related that they were stopped 
and told there had been some robberies, 
and one of the officers asked the driver, 
Charles Monroe, for his license. The four 
of them got out of the car, Sanders said, 
while the officers searched the car. San- 
ders testified that he hid his pistol, a 
nine-shot revolver, under the car. When 
one of the officers took a gun from one 
of the men with Sanders, Sanders said 
he reached for his own gun. 

One of the officers had started to put 
handcuffs on James Monroe, Sanders said. 
"When he did, I just reached down and 
took the pistol and fired blind the first 
time. He started screaming. Something 
snapped in my head and I just started 


firing . . . There was still that horrible 
scream, and I kept firing . . . Then it 
stopped." 


Sanders went on, "The other guy, he 
Screamed and ran. I sort of ran behind 
him and fired. He fell and he started 
that screaming all over again. He kept 
screaming. I reached down and pulled 
his gun out (this would have been Offi- 
cer East) and fired it . . . Then the 
screaming stopped." 

Sanders testified that he shot two or 
three times into the officer's head. 

Although Sanders denied going back 
to the first man (Branscome) and shoot- 
ing him in the head, earlier testimony 
revealed that.both officers were shot in 
the head with East's weapon. 

It took the jury of eight women and 
four men three hours and 21 minutes to 
agree on two verdicts of guilty of first- 
degree murder. 

There was no recommendation of 
mercy. 

Perry Sanders stood silent, gripping 
the table in front of him, as Judge 
George M. Fountain read the mandatory 
death sentence twice—once for each of 
the officers slain. Sanders was sentenced 
to "inhale lethal gas of sufficient quan- 
tity to cause death on December 12 
1969, some 10 months after that night 
of robbing and killing. 

An automatic appeal in a death sen- 
tence in the state delayed execution, 
and, at this writing, Perry Sanders re- 
mains alive—on Death Row. 

In addition to the two death sen- 
tences, Sanders was given 60 years in 
prison for two armed robberies; his 
brother, Lexie, was given 50 years on 
the robberies; James Monroe, the other 
gunman with Perry Sanders in the rob- 
beries, was given 60 years, and Charles 
Monroe was given 50 years. 

Murder charges against all but Perry 
Sanders were dropped, and additional 
charges of aggravated assault, for strik- 
ing the service station operators, were 
not prosecuted. 

Two weeks after the trial, this writer 
was in Pilot Mountain talking with 
Chief Fulton about the case. “You 
know," Fulton said, “we lost another 
officer three years ago—shot right here 
in this room with his own gun when he 
was trying to lock up a man." +++ 
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Murder Is a Family 
Affair 


(Continued from page 39) 


he knew that Leonard Tarrence was the 
son of Roy Tarrence, old-car buff. 

In April of 1950, a charge of seduction 
had been brought against Leonard Tar- 
rence, then 20 years of age. This charge 
was dropped when he married the girl, 
but several months later he had been 
hauled into Juvenile Court on her com- 
plaint, The upshot of that legal proceed- 
ing was that the judge ordered Leonard 
Tarrence to pay his wife $7.50 per week 
for the support of his infant son. 

The following year, 1951, Leonard 
Tarrence had been drafted into the 
United States Army, and when this hap- 
pened, his wife succeeded in obtaining 
an allotment from his pay for herself 
and the baby. In August of that year, 
Leonard went AWOL from the army 
base at Fort Knox and remained at large 
until January, 1952, before he was ap- 
prehended and returned to the Fort 
Knox stockade to await a court martial. 

In the meantime, however, his allot- 
ment payments to his wife were stopped 
In January, he was charged in a civilian 
court in Louisville with child desertion, 
and this case was still pending. On Feb- 
ruary 12th, the slippery Leonard Tar- 
rence had gone AWOL again. He was 
still at large. 

“His wife finally gave up hopes of 
getting him to provide for the little 
boy,” the missing attorney’s secretary 
told Sergeant Miller. “Only last Monday 
she instructed Mr. McCormack to insti- 
tute divorce proceedings at once.” 

Miller made copious notes about this 
case. The rest of the files yielded noth- 
ing of any importance, and he hastened 
back to headquarters to report to Lieu- 
tenant Young. 

Young heard the sergeant out and 
was thoughtful for a few moments. Then 
he shook his head and looked up. 

"One coincidence, maybe," he said 
then. “Two coincidences in the same 
case, same family—I don’t. buy. For my 
money, you’ve zeroed in, but let’s not 
take anything for granted, or we might 
blow the whole deal. 

“First, let’s check every detail of 
Leonard Tarrence’s father’s alibi for 
Thursday afternoon. Then, and this is a 
must—find the son, or at the very least, 
find out where he's been since he 
skipped from Fort Knox. 

With the cooperation of detectives un- 
der Jefferson County Police Chief Walter 
Layton, the Louisville homicide detec- 
tives went to work. The county officers 
were unable either to substantiate or to 
disprove Roy Tarrence's claim that he 
had been driving around Oldham Coun- 
ty looking for a fishing companion at 
the time Frank McCormack was assault- 
ed and kidnaped, but they did learn 
something from a storekeeper in the 
Floyds Fork region, several miles south 
of Jeffersontown. 

This individual, who knew Roy Tar- 
rence by sight, said the distillery work- 
er had been in his place Thursday af- 
ternoon. He could not remember “for 
the life of me," however, whether it 
was early or late in the afternoon. 

In the meantime, other detectives 
picked up Roy Tarrence and took him 
in to the Louisville police headquarters. 
A lineup was quickly arranged, and he 
was paraded before the five witnesses to 
the struggle in the alley beside the big 
supermarket. 


None of the witnesses recognized Roy 


. Tarrence as one of the assailants. 


"Im not your man," he solemnly as- 
sured detectives. "There was no reason 
for me or Leonard to hurt Mr. McCor- 
mack. We never even saw him, except 
in court.” 

While Roy Tarrence was at headquar- 
ters, Detectives Arthur Wallmeyer and 
Tom Burch went to the Tarrence home 
in Jeffersontown to make inquiries 
about Leonard Tarrence. 

“Leonard isn’t here,” they were told. 

“You mind if we come in and look?” 
Detective Burch asked politely. 

"I do unless you got a search war- 
rant. I said he isn't here, Anyhow, 
Leonard had no call to do any harm to 
that lawyer fellow." 

“Mr. McCormack was going to file a 
divorce suit against him,” the detective 
returned, “That could have been a rea- 
son for Leonard to be angry with him.” 

“No it couldn’t!” Mary Bixler retorted 
to this reasoning. “A divorce was just 
what Leonard wanted, what we both 
wanted. Leonard and me, well, we've 
been in love a long time. Leonard wanted 
that divorce so we could marry.” 

“If all this is true,” Detective Wall- 
meyer said, “the smartest thing he could 
do weuld be to come in and clear him- 
self. 

"And go back to that army stock- 
ade?" the girl cried. “He hates the army. 
He got sick on the food. That's why he 
lit out last summer. Now theyll put 
him in jail." 

"There could be worse things," Wall- 
meyer said evenly. "The electric chair, 
for one." 


The failure to obtain an identification 
of Roy Tarrence by witnesses at the 
lineup gave serious pause to Lieuten- 
ant Young Far fetched as it might be, 
he now had to give serious consider- 
ation to the possibility of a double coin- 
cidence in the baffling case. Although 
statistically improbable, it could have 
happened. For the time being, therefore, 
he had to explore the alternatives. 

It took some time to run down the 
only other suspect in the case, the alco- 
holic Mike O'Shiel, but eventually he 
was traced to a cheap hotel where de- 
tectives found him sleeping off the ef- 
fects of one of his marathon benders. 
He said he had begun his binge on Wed- 
nesday. When police told him why they 
had been seeking him, O'Shiel reflec- 
tively rubbed the whiskers of a several 
days’ growth of beard and shrugged. 

"If I did it, he said with disarming 
candor, "I don’t remember a thing 
about it.” 

He could offer no alibi, for the simple 
reason that he didn’t know where he'd 
been or what he’d done since setting 
out on his most recent drunken spree. 
It remained, in the long run, for the 
Louisville Police Department. to clear 
him, Detectives checking his back trail 
through the city’s liquor emporiums es- 
tablished beyond all doubt that from 
three o’clock in the afternoon until 8:30 
on Thursday evening, February 28th, 
Mike O’Shiel had been  boisterously 
present at the bar of a tavern on West 
Chestnut Street. At eight-thirty, the 
tavern keeper had had enough, and he 
and the bartender threw O'Shiel out of 
the place bodily. 

A renewed effort, in which they had 
the help of federal authorities, was now 
made to apprehend Leonard Tarrence, 
but it wasn’t till the afternoon of Sat- 
urday, March 1st, that they turned up 
their first lead on him. A county officer 
found a man who said he’d seen Leon- 
ard and his father early that morning 


at Harrods Creek, a few miles northeast 
of Louisville. He knew the Tarrences 
and had paused to chat with them. He 
said they were toting a brown paper 
sack and had told him it contained gar- 
bage which they intended to dispose of. 

The county police now obtained. a 
search. warrant and went to the Jeffer- 
sontown home of the Tarrences, but 
young Leonard wasn’t there. The fol- 
lowing Monday, through an attorney, 
he surrendered himself voluntarily to 
Criminal Court Judge Loraine Mix. 

"Im innocent,” Leonard Tarrence in- 
sisted. “I hope Mr. McCormack will re- 
turn so everything will be cleared up. I 
never had any bad feeling toward him. 
Everything was settled in court with 
my agreement. Anyway, I wasn’t near 
Louisville last Thursday afternoon.” 

This claim was swiftly exploded. 
Placed in a lineup, Leonard Tarrence 
was positively identified as one of the 
assailant-abductors by the five witness- 
es to the alley assault. Leonard insisted 
they were wrong. 

Assuming the witnesses were right, 
the motive continued to be a baffling 
factor in the case. Investigation con- 
firmed Mary Bixler’s story that Leonard 
was eager for a divorce so he could 
marry her. Why then, would he bear 
any rancor toward his wife’s lawyer? 


Аза there still remained a great big 
question as to whether the attorney was 
alive or dead. Lieutenant Young and all 
other detectives on the case were rea- 
sonably sure he was dead; it would 
have been foolhardy for his kidnapers 
to keep him alive and risk being iden- 
tified by him when he was released. 

On Tuesday, March 4th, Young en- 
listed the aid of the Coast Guard in an 
attempt to find McCormack’s body. 
Chief Boatswain's Mate Claude Albright 
led a party of sailors in boats up the 
Ohio River into Harrods Creek, where 
the Tarrences had been seen. They con- 
ducted a dragging operation in the deep 
waters of the creek, but brought up 
nothing but a lot of junk. 

Other searchers combed the farm of a 
Tarrence relative and a pond on the 
property with no better results. 

Leonard stoutly continued to insist he 
couldn't possibly have had anything to 
do with McCormack’s disappearance. 

"I was home all that day," he de- 
clared. “I didn't dare go out. I never 
could tell when some guy from Fort 
Knox would be nosing around, and I 
Sure didn't want to go back there. My 
back hurt. I got sick on the army food. 
And they were fixin’ to ship me out to 
Korea. I sure as hell didn't want that." 

There was no shaking Leonard from 
this story. Authorities had the identifi- 
cation from eyewitnesses to the alley 
assault, to be sure, but Common wealth!s 
Attorney А. Scott Hamilton wanted 
considerably more than that before he 
proceeded with charges against the sus- 
ресі 

Most important of all, he wanted the 
victim—alive, if possible, although he 
was not too hopeful on that score, 

Investigators finally managed to se- 
cure the opening wedge they needed to 
penetrate the defense stories given by 
the father and son. They located a Jef- 
fersontown teenager who said he had 
seen Leonard and Roy Tarrence driving 
out of the village toward Louisville at 
three o’clock on the Thursday after- 
noon of the assault. 

The youngster had known the Tar- 
rences all his life. He said he could not 
be mistaken. | 

On the basis of this information, Roy 
Tarrence was placed under arrest and 


formally charged with “malicious strik- 
ing. : 

Again he protested his innocence. 
“Im not guilty," he swore. “Me and my 
boy are innocent. God in heaven knows 
Mr. McCormack and I never had any 
words or falling out with one another." 
. On Wednesday night, Roy offered to 
take a lie detector test, but he swiftly 
changed his mind. Leonard flatly re- 
fused to submit himself either to a poly- 
graph examination or truth serum. His 
father wanted no part of truth serum, 
either. 

*It almost killed a feller I heard about 
who took it," he explained. 

By Friday, March "th, Prosecutor 
Hamilton and Lieutenant Young had 
decided their best hope of breaking the 
impasse lay in concentrating on the 
younger Tarrence. Hamilton had Leon- 
ard brought into his office, with Young 
present, and the prosecutor coldly 
ticked off point after point of the state’s 
case. 

“Witnesses have identified you as one 
of the kidnapers," he began. “Not just 
one witness, mind you—but five—five 
reputable citizens of this community. 
Your father’s car was used in the kid- 
naping of Mr. McCormack. We can 
prove this beyond any question. 

“That is enough, I assure you, to get 
a conviction under the federal kidnap- 
ing law. And the penalty for kidnaping, 
under the Lindbergh act, is the electric 
chair. We do not have to prove murder, 
nor do we have to produce a body." 

Leonard continued to hold out, but it 
was obvious, when the session conclud- 
ed, that he was badly shaken. On Satur- 
day morning, he asked for permission 
to talk to his father. It was refused. 

“Okay, then," he said resignedly. “Call 
in Judge Mix and Mr. Hamilton. I want 
to get this off my mind." 

Before he began to talk, however, 
Leonard made a valiant effort to strike 
a bargain with the prosecutor's office; 
he begged for a guarantee that he 
would get a life sentence instead of the 
chair in return for his cooperation. 

*No deals," Prosecutor Hamilton told 
him flatly. ^I can guarantee you nothing. 
If you confess, you're putting yourself 
at the mercy of God Almighty." 


Leonard was shaken by an involun- 
tary shudder. For a few moments, he sat 
quite still, saying nothing. Then he 
sighed deeply, and began to tell his story. 

It was indeed true, he said, that at 
three o'clock on the afternoon of Feb- 
ruary 28th, he and his father had driven 
out of Jeffersontown headed for Louis- 
ville. They were going to a junk yard. 
It was pure chance, he insisted, that 
they spotted Francis McCormack, enter- 
ine the supermarket as they were driv- 
ing up South Fourth Street. 

*We pulled into the alley and waited 
for him to come out," Leonard said. 
“When he walked up the alley we hit 
him and then hauled him away in the 
car. We lit out fast. I was in the back 
seat with McCormack. I thought sure 
we were gonna get caught, 'cause we 
kept running up one dead end street 
after another. 

“Finally we decided to take him up 
to Harrods Creek. We got there about 
dark. We parked and walked McCor- 
mack across the field—he was conscious 
then—toward the fishing cabin. He said, 
‘Do whatever you're going to do to me 
and get it over with. . 

“We walked him down the bank to the 
boat landing. I hit him again with my 
fists. When I’m in a fight I never use 
anything but my fists. Dad picked up 
something and hit him on the head. 

“Не fell down. We went up near the 
road and found a concrete slab and 
some barbed wire. We put the slab on 
his stomach, tied it there with the wire, 
and shoved him in the creek." 

Leonard later guided a group of of- 
ficers and Coast Guardsmen to Harrods 
Creek and showed them the exact spot 
where he and his father had disposed of 
the attorney's body. It was recovered 
shortly afterward from 15 feet of water. 

A search of the slain man's clothing 
disclosed that his wallet, watch and per- 
sonal papers were still in his pockets. 
The autopsy surgeon later reported that 
Mr. McCormack’s skull had been frac- 
tured, apparently by some heavy in- 
strument. 

Leonard told Lieutenant Young that 
both he and his father were sober at the 
time of the crime. “Neither of us drink,” 
the young man added virtuously. 


TRUE DETECTIVE 


“Just pretend I’m your bartender." 


When Roy Tarrence heard the news 
that his son had confessed, he -was 
stunned into speechlessness. He de- 
clined to make any formal statement, 
but in a confrontation with Leonard 
after their victim’s body was recovered, 
he said in a quavering voice: 

“Son, we made a mistake—about as 
big a mistake as we could have made. 1 
don’t know why we ever did a thing 
like that." 

Still a question mark, so far as the in- 
vestigators were concerned, was the 
motive for the murder. Leonard ex- 
plained it for them, and it proved to 
be a reason with tragically ironic over- 
tones. 

“I was after McCormack to get a div- 
orce for my wife," he said. “He prom- 
ised he would do it, but then he didn't. 
Ihate a damned liar!" 

Had he waited but a few days more, 
Leonard would have learned that the 
lawyer had not reneged on his promise, 
for at the very time he was murdered, 
Frank McCormack had already begun 
preparing papers to file for the divorce 
young Tarrence wanted so desperately. 
. A Jefferson County grand jury re- 
turned first-degree murder indictments 
against the father and son on March 
12th. The Commonwealth’s Attorney an- 
nounced he would seek the death pen- 
alty for both defendants. Not guilty 
pleas were entered for both Tarrences 
at their arraignment in Criminal Court 
before Judge L. R. Curtis, but even as 
these pleas were being recorded, Roy 
Tarrence sobbed, “Рт guilty! I’m 
guilty!” 

The two were tried separately, the fa- 
ther first. On April 2nd, Roy Tarrence 
was found guilty of first-degree mur- 
der. He was sentenced to die in the 
electric chair. Soon afterward, Leonard 
Tarrence went to trial, was found 
guilty, and also sentenced to death. 

The unique case, involving capital 
sentences of a father and son for mur- 
der, continued to provoke widespread 
public interest for nearly two more 
years, during which a succession of le- 
gal appeals were made through various 
courts to win clemency for the con- 
victed slayers. 

But the higher courts were not 
swayed. Neither was the preponderant 
majority of public opinion among the 
citizens of the Blue Grass State. This 
opinion was reflected in editorials in 
many newspapers throughout the state 
which held that the paternal-filial rela- 
tionship of the murderers only made 
their crime the more heinous instead 
of meriting mercy. 

On March 17, 1954, the last appeal on 
behalf of Roy and Leonard Tarrence 
was denied. Roy, then 49, was led into 
the death chamber of the Kentucky 
State Prison at Eddyville a few minutes 
after midnight on March 18th, 1954. He 
was secured in the electric chair, the 
switch was thrown, and he was pro- 
nounced dead at 12:13 a.m. 

The father’s body was removed and 
Leonard Tarrence took its place in the 
death chair. Leonard was then 26 years 
eld, At 12:27, he was pronounced dead. 

р was the first time in Kentucky his- 
tory that a father and son had been ex- 
ecuted together. *99 


Eprror’s Note: 
The names Ted Ashe, Mary Bixler 
and Mike O'Shiel, as used in the fore- 
going story, are not the real names of 


the persons concerned. These persons 
have been given fictitious names to 
protect their identities. 
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(Continued. from page 43) 


Abrams shrugged. "Your guess" he 
said, “is as good as mine." 

The visitor and Able Albert parted 
amicably. They had agreed that Doc was 
to communicate with The Scientific 
American as soon as he got his patent. 

Two more years passed—seven years 
now since Abrams had started the fraud 
ball rolling. He was going stronger than 
ever, continuing to sell the suckers, 
among other things, on the story about 
the assistant who existed only in his 
scheming mind. The Scientific Amer- 


‘ican, with other exposés on its mind, 


had sort of forgotten about him. Now, 
though, one of the editors summoned 
the scribe who had gone to San Fran- 
cisco and seen Able Albert. 

“Send Abrams a telegram,” the editor 
said to the reporter, “and find out if he’s 
gotten his patent yet.” 

Curiously, The Scientific American 
was not, up to this point, suspicious of 
Abrams. Too many remarkable develop- 
ments along scientific lines had taken 
place in the years just past for such a 
magazine to question anything without 
proof. But when Doctor Abrams didn’t 
answer the telegram the magazine sent, 
and when he also ignored a second tele- 
gram, The Scientific American decided 
to do a little three-dimension work on 
the good doctor. 

The first thing the magazine did now 
was to get in touch with Uncle Sam’s 
Patent Office. What, it wanted to know, 
was the status of Dr. Albert Abrams’ 
application for a patent on his diagnosis 
machine? 

What diagnosis machine, the Patent 
Office wanted to know. 

Why, replied The Scientific American, 
the machine by which Dr. Abrams was 
raking in a fortune telling distant pa- 
tients, simply by examining a drop of 
their blood, whether they had asthma, 
cancer or whatnot. 

It was now that The Scientific Amer- 
ican got the word: Uncle Sam's Patent 
Office had never heard of Dr. Albert 
Abrams. 

Figuring it would be useless to con- 
front Abrams with its discovery, at least 
at this point, the inquisitive publication 
decided to lure him into something by 
mail The editors took a drop of blood 
from a cat and put it on a blotter and, 
along with ten bucks, sent it to Abrams 
under the name of a friend of one of the 
editors. Back came the word that the cat 
was suffering from pneumonia—a dis- 
ease from which cats are immune. 

A second blood sample sent by the 
magazine brought back the word from 
Abrams that a cow was suffering from 
asthma—an impossibility. 

So the magazine dispatched a man to 
the Pacific Coast to confront Abrams 
with what it had lured him into. But do 
you think the visitor and his ill tidings 
fazed our boy? Guess again. 

“What can:you prove by sending me 
the blood of a cat and the blood of a 
cow?" asked Abrams. "My work is to 
benefit mankind." 

Abrams would simply not be lured 
into revealing one iota of information 
about himself or his work or. his pa- 
tients. And so The Scientific American 
man went back to New York, so to 
speak, empty-headed. 

Time passed, with The Scientific 
American figuratively chewing its nails 
simply because it couldn't go to town 
against Able Albert until it could take 

(Continued on page 58) 


= STOP 
SMOKING 
FOREVER 


Over and over again we hear that tobacco is the cause of 
98% of all lung cancer cases. Recent studies show that 
one out of every four smokers is a potential victim of this 
dread disease. Yes, tobacco is the most deadly poison 
developed by our civilization. Aside from lung cancer, cig- 
arettes are the cause of other extremely serious diseases. 


'l'obacco smoke is composed of 84 sub- 
stances, 5 of which are carcinogenic (can- 
cer causing) and 30 are toxic (poisonous) . 
Every time you draw on a cigarette, cigar 
or pipe, you are exposed to at least 44 
different chemicals and poisons, 23 among 
the most deadly are: lutidin, rubidin, car- 
bolic acid, formaldehyde, methalymine, 
acreilin, collidine, viridin, arsenic, formic 
acid, nicotine, hydrogene, sulphide, pyr- 
rol, furfuroi, benzpyrene, methyl alcohol, 
prussic acid, corodin, ammonia, methane, 
carbon monoxide, pyridin. Quite a lungful 
of deadly poison for just one puff of 
smoke! 

In a recent survey conducted by a lead- 
ing American Doctor the incidence of 
coronary diseases (infarction, angina pec- 
torus, etc.) has been found to be 68% 
higher in smokers than in non-smokers. 

So, if you want to stay healthy, you've 
got to stop smoking. But, be careful! 
Don't stop smoking all at once. That 
could be dangerous. 

Now, where's this advice coming from? 
Some cigarette or pipe tobacco advertiser 
trying to make the best of a bad situation? 
Of course not! 

This is the advice of the Anti-Tobacco 
Center of America, an organization de- 
signed especially to help you rid yourself 
of your addiction to tobacco. 


OBESITY LURKS 
JUST AROUND THE CORNER 


Well, our experience has shown that a 
*confirmed'"' or ''heavy" smoker should 
not stop smoking all at once, as this will 
seriously endanger his health and well 
being. 

For years your body has been accug- 
tomed to its regular daily intake of toxic 
substances such as nicotine, tars, etc., and 
by now it is adjusted to that situation. 
Cutting tobacco out overnight will result 
in a shock to your physiological system 
accompanied nearly always by psychic 
disturbances. Which results in an imbal- 
ance of the sympatheic nervous system. 

The digestive system becomes dis- 
turbed; the central nervous system be- 
comes up-set; you become ‘‘bad-temp- 
ered’’, you can't be bothered by friends, 
spouse, children, etc., as the least little 
irritation will make you fly off the handle. 

Life becomes hell for you and every- 
body around you. 
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In order to compensate, he begins to 
eat and eat and eat. This is why so many 
former smokers put on excess weight and 
become fat. Stopping smoking all at once 
has been the cause of many severe cases 
of obesity. 

So, giving up smoking, by yourself, is 
not the real solution, as it might endanger 
your health. 

Then, how should you stop smoking? 

Well, this is what the Anti-Tobacco 
Center of America is going to teach you. 

Just clip and mail the coupon below to 
receive full information on a program 
which will help to rid you of your need 
to smoke. You'll be amazed to learn that 
you can stop smoking without any danger 
and without straining your will power; 
after only a few days the desire to smoke 
will vanish. 

Just think how much happier you will 
be! 


There is one chance in 4 that a heavy smoker may be stricken 
one day by lang cancer. 


WHAT DOCTORS SAY! 


Dr. A. C. ‘The efficacy of your product 
surprised everybody. I stopped smoking 
in ten days exactly. Thank you sincerely.” 


Ir YOU 
STOP SMOKING 


YOU WILL: 


Dr. J. Т. “I have used a supply of your 
product . . . I was informed of its compo- 
sition by a friend, Dr. C., who was, truth- 
fully speaking, rather sceptical. But after 
having used it, I do not smoke any longer 
and have no desire whatsoever to start 
again. The result is absolutely clear, 
without a shadow of a doubt, and I feel 
it my duty to tell you so.” 


Dr. E. C. “Since January 23, 1962, I no 
longer smoke. I have already given the 
"tip' to several of my friends and pa- 
беріз.” 
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Dr. P. С. “I am happy that I do not smoke 
any more, this of course being due to the 
use of your product. All my thanks.” 


Dr. L. D. ‘The result was rapid. I think 
that anybody who wishes to stop smoking 
can do so." 


find a revival of your миту 


Save томе 


(Since European law forbids all publicity 
for doctors, we can only publish their 
initials.) 


ANTI-TOBACCO CENTER OF AMERICA 278 Park Avenue South, New York, N. Y. 
Allied with the Centres de Propagande Anti-Tabac in: 


FRANCE, Paris -92 bd. de Sebastopo! e ENGLAND, London- 41AKensington Park Gardens 
GERMANY, Düsseldorf—Fürstenplatz e SWITZERLAND, Geneva—11 rue de Cornavin 
ITALY, Milan—3 via Ugo Foscolo e BELGIUM, Antwerp—38 Avenue de France 
PORTUGAL, Oporto—44 rua da Fabrica e FINLAND, Helsinki—152 Hameentie 
OUTH AMERICA, Bogota—Apartado Nacional 1407 


This is the experience of an ex-smoker ' 


we al know: MAURICE CHEVALIER 
“I was sunk in a vice which had left life 
no meaning at all. I was chronically dom- 
inated by a mountain of cigarettes, which 
like a growing invasion of grasshoppers 
succeeded in ruining my nerves. I stopped 
smoking twelve years ago. (Chevalier 
wrote this in 1950) And it is since this 
fortunate decision that my mental activi- 
ties, my intelligence, my memory devel- 
oped so much, that I — who had lost all 
interest in life — could escape that grow- 
ing scepticism and rediscover interest in 
what happened around me. I was able 
again to read and . . . to remember what 
I had read!” 

Among the 28,683 former smokers 
helped by the Anti-Tobacco Center, we 
give you the testimony of some doctors. 
We have chosen this profession inten- 
teow the Barth 
are № to 


NY 
For the free booklet on how to stop smoking forever 
without risk and without straining your will power, 
just mail the coupon below to: 


Stop Smoking — Thanks to this Free Book 


Anti-Tobacco Center of America, Dept. A-149-W 
276 Park Avenue South, New York City, 10010 


Please Rush Book to me Free of Charge 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 
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(Continued from page 56) 


his little box apart—and it was hardly 
in a position to do that. And all the 
while, Abrams was hard at work on 
something else—not to replace the diag- 
nosis box but to work in addition to it. 

Abrams had been a con man for a 
decade, cleaning up never less than a 
quarter of a million dollars a year, 
when he announced in ads in the shab- 
by journals that he had perfected some- 
thing new and wonderful. What he had 


x Bad Credit No Problem | | 
* Not A Loan Company Wa Di we calling ERA ean 


Electronic Reactions of Abrams. 

The second Abrams invention, a metal 
device not much larger than the diag- 
nosis box, took up where the first box 


ж Nobody Refused : $10,000 
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Transist 7 
5 HOME-IMPORT 
БУ] BUSINESS-Make Big Profits 


New Drop Ship Plan offers you 
first day profits! Deal direct 
with overseas sources at prices 
Shown. Dazzling bargains with 
Derringer * no investment. Full or spare time. 
Pistol $5.99 Write for FREE BOOK today to... 


5 Calendar 
Watch $2.44 


ЗИНАИДА AE 


ARKET PLACE 


For ad-rates write Classified, 100 E. Ohio, Chicago 60611 
О CR RE АВ 


MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 


w! Cons 
Sou 


Overtime, e 
Fre. bonuses. Sightseeing, 


B 1 Employment,B 
bos WRITES ^ rinde, Calif. 94563. 


ООО ОДА LITE TER HR TE TERUEL TUTTI TL HOBBIES 


SPORTS 
SERVICES 
SCHOOLS 


FISHING— HUNTING— SPORTS 


HOW TO MAKE MONEY Writing Short Paragraphs. Infor- 
mationF ree. Barrett, Dept. C-324-B,6216 N. Clark, Chgo. 60626. 
FREE 206 Easy Ways to make money taking orders for ex- 
citing new products— spare time. Send name, age, for 5 months 
free subscription, Opportunity Magazine, 1458-D Hancock 
Center, Chicago, II. 60611. 


MAKE $12.00 PROFIT each, dozen assembling Belts. Redi- 
kut’s-50, Richland Center, Wisc. 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


Home Import Mail Order Business. Free Book. Mellinger, 

Dept. D1303, Los Angeles, California 90025. 

$200.00 Daily In Your Mailbox! Your Opportunity To Make 

Money Like Mailorder Experts. Free Details. Associates, 

Box 136-H, Holland, Michigan. 

1! MADE $40,000.00 Year by Mailorder! Helped others make 

money! Start with $10.00—Free Proof! Torrey, Box 318-MT, 

Ypsilanti, Michigan 48197. . 

| GROSSED OVER One Million Dollars year selling by mail. 

So can you, at home! Send $2 for success book #OMG. 

Wayne Johnson, 880 SW 60th Ave. Ft. Lauderdale, Fla. 33314. 
AGENTS WANTED 

RISING COST OF LIVING Got You Down? Beat Inflation 

Today—Make $100 a week extra in Spare Time—and get 

Free Shoes for Life! No investment. Interested? Rush card 

today for Free Details. Mason Shoes, K-771, Chippewa 

Falls, Wisc. 54729. 


FREE ... Wholesale Catalog, Archery and Fishing tackle, 
Hunting and Camping equipment. Finnysports (30F), Toledo, 
10 x 


PRINTING 


LOWEST: PRINTING PRICES-Special 16 Page, 2 Color 
Booklets 2€ Each. Also Tabloids. Free Price List. Copen Press, 
337m Butler Street, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11217. 


AUTOMOBILES 


CARS — Buy For Less Than Wholesale! Top maintained, fully 
equipped state police cars. Completely reconditioned and re- 
painted at below wholesale prices. Send one dollar for com- 
plete list of cars including equipment, price and colors. Mid- 
west Auto Sales, The nation's largest exclusive state police 
car dealer. 1500 North Main Street, Dayton, Ohio 45405. 
LOANS BY MAIL 

BORROW UP TO $1,000 By Mail. Money on your signature 
for any purpose. Write: American Loan Plan, Dept. BA-2135, 
City National Bank Bldg., Omaha, Nebraska 68102. 

LOANS UP TO $2,500.00. No interviews or endorsers. The 
person who cashes your check won't know it's a loan. Trans- 
Con Finance Corporation, Dept. BIG-3-0, Box 2393. Fort 
Worth, Texas 76101. 

EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION— JOBS 
ADVENTURE, EXCITEMENT, See The World. Jobs on 
Merchant Freighters, Passenger Ships, etc. Send $2.00. 
General Inc., Box 1464, Hammond, La. 


EARN $5 OR MORE Hourly contacting friends, neighbors. 
relatives. 300 famous Rawleigh household necessities. Money- 
back guarantee. No initial investment, Credit extended. Write: 
Rawleigh Company, Dept. CIM-70, Freeport, IIl. 61032. 


SALESMEN WANTED 


SELL Advertisina Book Matches-— No experience needed— 
complete sales kit furnished Free—In demand everywhere. 
We show you how—make daily cash commissions. Superior 
Match, Dept. JX 370, 7528 Greenwood, Chicago, III. 60619. 


EARN BIG COMMISSIONS Soliciting delinquent accounts. 
No collecting or investment, Metropolitan Finance, 1129 West 
41st, Kansas City, Missouri. 


TEXAS OIL COMPANY Positions open. Top income poten- 
tial. No experience. Ace unimoortant. Good character neces- 
sary. We train. Air mail M.A. Dickerson, Pres., Southwestern 
Petroleum Corp., Dept. $, Fort Worth, Texas. 


HELP WANTED 


FOREIGN and USA job opportunities available now. Con- 
Struction, all trades. Earnings to $3,000 monthly. Paid over- 
time, travel, bonuses. Write: Universal Employment, Wood- 
bridge, Conn. 06525. 

OVERSEAS Jobs-Europe, South America, Australia, Far East, 
віс. 2000 openings all trades. Construction, Office, Engineer- 
ing, Sales, etc. $700 to $3,000 month. Expenses paid. Free 
Information. Write Overseas Jobs, Internationa] Airport, Box 
536-C, Miami, Florida 33148. 


BOWLING 


SECRETS OF BOWLING STRIKES will increase your aver- 
age by 35 pins minimum or no cost. 101 actua! photos show 
exactly how, plus Spot Bowl Secrets. Only $2.00. Refundable. 
Wilshire, Dept. B, 6311 Yucca St., Los Angeles, Calif. 90028. 


ADVERTISERS— A GENCIES 


YOU ARE READING the Classified Section of one of the 
Nation's most responsive markets. These ads are shopped by 
millions who respond to Opportunity. Tell your ‘story — then 
watch inquiries, orders roll in. For details, rates write 
CLASSIFIED, INC., MN-3, 100 E. Ohio, Chicago, Ш. 60611. 


OF INTEREST TO ALL 


Address, Mail our circulars right from your home. Details, 10e. 
Box 953-MS, Newark, New Jersey 07101. 


EDUCATION— INSTRUCTION— SCHOOLS 


BARTENDING SCHOOL, Free Brochure. Write: P.O. Box 
7032, Albuquerque, New Mexico 87106. 


TREASURE FINDERS 


New: Non-residents: Canadian Oil leases. $4.00 acre. Free 
information. Northern, Box 560-M, Westmount, Montreal 215. 


SLEEP-LEARNING 


SLEEP-LEARNING—HYPNOTISM! Strange catalog free! | 


Autosuggestion, Вох 24-MX, Olympia, Washington. 
HYPNOTISM 

HYPNOTISM REVEALED! Free Illustrated Details: Powers, 

12015 Sherman Rd., North Hollywood, California 91605. 
PERSONAL— MISCELLANEOUS 

DETECTIVE COURSE. Free Information, Universal Detec- 

tives, Box 8180-C, Universal City, California. 

GET OUT OF DEBT in'90 minutes, legally without borrowing 


or bankruptcy, facts so explosive, international credit firm 
tried to suppress them, details free, Anderson, 5818W, 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45224. 

Cigarettes $3.00 carton. Advertised brands. Minimum order 6 
cartons postpaid. No minors. Corder, Madisonville, Kv. 42431. 


Е OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 
$25.00 Hundred Addressina, Possible! Year ‘round. Complete 


instructions 25¢ for reaistration, postage. Cove, Вох 1348-AG. 
Clearwater, Florida 33517. 


$75.00 THOUSAND, Home Addressing! Longhand, Type- 
writer. Information, send stamped self-addressed envelope. 
Brewster, Box 1348-WA, Clearwater, Florida 33517. 

STAMP COLLECTING 
200 WORLDWIDE 10¢ Approvals. White, Box 26265-C, 
Indianapolis, Indiana 46226. 
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П \ i left off. That i 
; INTERNATIONAL ACCEPTANCE | s eem | | ones he sake the ERR Bo 
П Name Н cured practically any disease. 
: dept. M-3 П Abrams explained, in the ads, how 

n i Address 1 this was possible. Specific drugs cured, 
Ц 3003 М. Central Ave., Phoenix, Ariz. 85012 1 he pointed out such as quinine for ma- 
і 1000 №. Madison Ave., Greenwood, Ind. 46142 City State | laria What, actually, did quinine do to 
i 907 Carondelet St., New Orleans, La. 70130 Н malaria, our boy asked the suckers in 
! 1825 Conn. Ave. N.W. Rm. 428 Wash, D.C. 20009 Tip t his ads. It gave off a vibration that killed 


malaria. 

Abrams had, he went on to explain, 
developed in his ERA box a wide vari- 
ety of electronic waves, or vibrations, 
that produced a wide variety of results. 
By playing a wide variety of waves, or 
vibrations, on a patient, Abrams ex- 
plained in his ads, one of the waves was 
bound to hit the ailment of the same 
wave length and that’s all there would 
be to it. Zingo! Cured! 

Looking back on it, it sounds incred- 
ible. But this was taking place in the 
year 1920 when people were just as na- 
tively smart and as dumb as they are 
today, but less widely informed. Infan- 
tile paralysis, pneumonia and other 
dread diseases were usually fatal when 
contracted and anybody coming along 
with a clue to how to cope with them 
was usually welcomed with open arms. 

The big difference between the first 
Abrams box—the one which diagnosed 
—and this new one which cured— was 
that Able Albert planned to manufacture 
this second one on a large scale and place 
it with quacks or unsuspicious physicians 
throughout the land. Widespread use of 


‚ the boxes was necessary simply because 


while a sucker could send a drop of blood 
to be analyzed from a distance, it would 
be necessary for a patient to be sitting 
right along side of an ERA box to receive 
its benefits. So the Abrams ads advised 
the boobs to consult their physicians as to 
when their good doctors were going to 
get one of the ERA boxes. 

In retrospect, it all seems unbeliev- 
able. But a fact, as H. L. Mencken al- 
ways said, is a fact, and the fact is that 
tens of thousands of bilkees throughout 
the land beseeched their doctors to get 
the magic boxes which cured practically 
any ailment under the red hot sun. If 
a doctor scoffed at the idea, a patient 
would simply go to another doctor. 

So what happened? This happened: 
By the end of a year, Abrams had about 
100 boxes at work throughout the land. 
He had the boxes made at a little shop 
outside of San Francisco, at a cost to 
him of about ten bucks each. He didn’t 
sell them; he leased them. He charged 
whatever the traffic would bear. Bounc- 
ing around the country in person, su- 
pervising the boxes from coast to coast, 
Able Albert collected not less than $100 
per month per box, which made his take 
ten grand every month. 

An ERA box could not be opened. 
The only openings in it were several 

(Continued on page 60) 


THE LABS — 
PRO ROVER ON THE INDIANAPOLIS SPEEDWAY use 


— and finally released to the public! 


30 DAYS OF DRIVING 


PROVEN ON THE ROAD — 


, mon 
100 miles 
each year! 


Mo id eno 
exciting new АА чеп 


Yes, proven at Indianapolis pisei i the world's largest automo nhat kind of gas yo 
eee , eee 
tifle "breakthrough". that means c "ou pile up 1 


mem. 
Tut ss t e AS so a aat 


n the same test laboratories 


by Ford, General 
Ag fleet owners! An 


$ you 
f driving а 
00 miles of dri ile "Up 


ОМА SINGLE TANK OF GAS! 


— even more startling, now save up to $16 a month, 
up to 50 gallons of gas each month, 
without changing a single part on your car! 

Laboratory reports . . . PLUS road tests conducted on Indianapolis proving 


grounds reveal you ma 
of gas... save up to 
car each year! 


Six months ago, for perhaps the first time 
in history, the United States Government 
issued. patent protection to an invention 
that has been classified ILLEGAL! Sound 
strange? Not really here's why: 

I'm sure you're familiar with the famous 
gasoline-economy tests run by all the 
major oil companies. Well, do you know 
thai the remarkable new invention de- 
scribed on this page is actually banned 
from these tests because it is TOO 
EFFECTIVE! Do you know that because 
this invention saves so much gasoline... 
that because it gives so much economy, 
it is actually ILLEGAL for a test-driver 
to fit one on his car! And do you know 
that because it boosts gasoline mileage up 
to 11 more miles per gallon . . . it has 
actually been OUTLAWED in every 
recognized cross-country economy гип... 
simply because the officials who conduct 
these tests were forced to rule that it gives 
all cars that have it AN UNFAIR AD- 
VANTAGE! 


In other words, if you are a person plan- 
ning on entering one of these cross-coun- 
try economy runs , . . then this message is 
not for you. YOU JUST B 
ALLOWED TO USE THIS NEW IN- 
VENTION-SORRY, BUT IT'S SIMPLY 
ILLEGAL. BUT = if you are a person 
who is not interested in setting any rec- 
ords . . . who is only interested in getting 
more miles per gallon than you ever 
dreamed possible — and doing it the very 
same way that many of America's leading 
corporations are doing at this very mo- 
ment — thén what you are about to read 
is perhaps the most thrilling and exciting 
news in automotive history. 


TEST DRIVERS REPORT UP TO 
11 MORE MILES PER GALLON — 
The name of this great new invention is 
the С. T. ENERGY CHAMBER .. . and 
there is no ketter way to describe to you 
the increased performance and economy 
it will give you . . . than to tell you of the 
“bombshell effect” it had on research sci- 
entists and testidrivers, who simply refused 
to believe their own gasoline gauges when 

they first tried it out. Look: 


CUTS GASOLINE COSTS TO 

AS LITTLE AS 16 A MILE 
1. When the G. T. ENERGY CHAMBER 
was first tested by the same research labo- 
ratories used by Ford, General Motors 
and Chrysler . . . results were so over- 
whelming, (a staggering increase of up to 


LOOK HOW EASY IT IS! 


All you do is simply attach the G. T. 
ENERGY CHAMBER on your fuel line. 
Since it is a precision instrument, with 
a special model for each make car, there 
are no special adjustments for you to 
make. They've already been made for 
you at the factory. You simply screw it 
into place . . . and that's all. In fact, 
it's so easy you need not know a single 
thing about an engine to install it — 
and easy picture directions accompany 
each unit. Total installation time: 3 to 

minutes. Total savings on gas: up to 
$200 a year! 


now get as much as 37 miles of driving from each galion 
0 galions of gas each month... save up to $200 on your 


68 per cent)... it actually lowered gaso- 
lins costs to as little as ONE CE A 


2. When tests were made by the world's 
leading auto rental system with this incred- 
ible money saving invention . . . and then 
test-run on the road and on such world fa- 
mous proving grounds as.the Indianapolis 
Speedway . . . the test-drivers of these 
vehicles were absolutely amazed to see big 
8 cylinder sedans get better gas-milenge 
than small European economy cars! 

3. When large Нее: owners and some of 
the nation's largest taxi fleets tested this 
great new invention to determine just how 
much gas it would save them. . . the re- 
sults were so dramatic that within 30 days 
they reported savings of not hundreds . . . 
but thousands of gallons of gas the very 
first month alone! 


UP TO 500 MILES OF DRIVING 
FROM A SINGLE TANK OF GAS 


Yes, from test after test . . . road tests, 
laboratory tests, tests by some of the 
world's most famous drivers . . . come re- 


BEST PROOF OF ALL! 
World's Leading Rent-A-Car Company 
Road-Tests Amazing New Invention 
For 3 Solid Months . . . Then Orders 
Fleet Of Cars IMMEDIATELY 
EQUIPPED! 
they report “Savings of up to $4 gal- 
lons a month per саг” 

Yes, from one of the nation's largest 
automobile fleet owners comes the 
most dramatic proof of ай... A 
company that spends more money on 
gasoline in one weekend than the 
average person spends in a lifetime 
. . . they tested this incredible new 
invention and here is what they found. 
BOOSTED GASOLINE MILEAGE A 
WHOPPING 32% ON ALL CARS 
TESTED. Wouldn't you like to save 


up to $200 a year on your car? For 
full details read the rest of this page. 


ports of cars that drive for hundreds and 
hundreds of miles ON A SINGLE TANK 
OF GAS! Reports of test cars from Ford, 
General Motors, Chrysler that get more 
miles per gallon today than when they 
were brand new! Reports of big, iuxury 
sedans that weigh 2/5 times more than 
small European cars . . . yet get better 
mileage, better performance and huge 
dollar savings thanks to this new miracle 
invention. 


IF iT WORKS SUCH 
MILEAGE-MIRACLES, HOW 
ME THE CAR 
MANUFACTURERS HAVEN'T 


THEIR CARS? — THE ANSWER 
IS THAT TWO ALREADY HAVE! 


By now you are probably wondering just 
what is the G. T. ENERGY CHAMBER 
. .. and how does it work? Well, to make 
a long story short . . . if you were to look 
under the ‘hood of one of those $20,000 
European luxury cars like the Maseratti 
or the Aston-Marton, you would see sit- 
ting in those engines . . . a special gasoline 
unit . . . especially designed to extract 
more blazing power, more energy from 
each gallon of gasoline. This remarkable 
booster-unit is what gives these cars M 
magnificent performance . . . such TOT. 

POWER ... such increased engine effi- 


ciency. 
And this is isely what the G. T. 
ENERGY CHAMBER is designed to do 


— enable your engine to extract more 
piston-driving power, more raw, blazing 
energy and more gasoline economy . . . 


e 


HERE IT tS — IN ACTION — The miracle G. T. 
high-speed cameras at one of the world's most famous proving grounds. Yes, here on 


ENERGY CHAMBER, caught by the eye of ultra 


the big 


viewing console you see dramatic picture-proof of tests conducted by leading automotive 


author 


ordinary gasoline’. . . fee 


es at the Indianapolis Speedway . . . tests 


d it into your engine in a new and different way ... trigger 


that PROVE you can now actually, take 


piston-driving energy . . . and unleash а blazing source of power for your car. For full 


documented proof o 
bills in the next 12 months . . . read t 
Indianapolis test driver.) 


just how this amazing new discovery can save you up to $200 in gasoline- 
e rest of this page. (Tests performed by official 


a d 


ONLY, instead of costing $100 to $150 
(like the European booster-units) . . . the 
„Т. ENERGY CHAMBER costs but a 
mere fraction. 
That's because after years of intensive 
research automotive experts have. finally 
found a way to simplify these booster 
units . . . reduce the number of parts in 
each unit . . . mass produce them . . . 
slash cósts to a mere fraction . . . and 
make them available at a price so low it's 
almost too ridiculous to mention. Why do 
you realize what this means to you if you 
are a person who is determined to save 
yourself up to $16 a month on your gas 
bills . . . up to 50 gallons of gas each 
month . . . yes, up to $200 a year on 
wasted gasoline. 


INSTALLS IN MINUTES — 
PAYS FOR ITSELF IN AS LITTLE 
AS 15 DAYS! 


It means that no matter what kind of car 
you now have .. . no matter how old that 
car may be... no matter what condition 
itisin...no matter how many miles you 
pile on each month . . . here at last is the 
automotive discovery you've long dreamed 
about ... and has now come true. 

Because, from this day on you too can 
now save up to 500 gallons of gas each 
and every year. NOW you too can drive 
for weeks and weeks on end without ever 
stopping at a service station, Now you too 
can drive across 6 states of the union on 
just a single tank of gas, blaze a trail 
from New York to Chicago on just 2 or 3 


not fully satisfied. 


| 

| 

| 

| 
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SPECIAL OFFER: Purchase one for 
even more. Order two G. T. ENERGY 
$1.00) same guarantee as above. Make of Second Саг........................ 


( >) C.O.D. orders enclose $1.00 deposit. Same money back guarantee. 


ORDER TODAY — ON FULL, MONEY BACK 


AMERICAN AUTOMOTIVE UNITS INC. Dept. 1132 
4806 BERGENLINE AVE., UNION CITY, N.J. 07087 


Please rush me the sensational С. Т. Energy Chamber unmediately! I understand 
the price is $5.95 for which I enclose cash, check or money order. It is under- 
stood that I may return the unit anytime for full purchase price refund if 1 am 


ourself and one for a friend and save 


tankfuls. In other words; perform mileage 
miracles that only yesterday you thought 
were impossible. 

So if you too want to achieve the same 
wondrous results as America's largest 
automotive fleet owners, by Indianapolis 
test-drivers, and by research scientists at 
the very same testing laboratories used by 
Ford, Chrysler and General Motors, then 
take advantage of this special Free-Trial 
introductory offer. Remember, all you risk 
is the few minutes it takes to fill out the 
Special reservation coupon below, and you 
have a lifetime of driving convenience and 
economy to gain. 


THIS OFFER EXPIRES IN 
15 DAYS — YOU MUST ACT NOW! 

Now the price of the G. T. ENERGY 
CHAMBER on this special introductory 
offer is not the 15 or 20 dollars you might 
expect . . , but only $5.95. Why, yau'll 
save up to 10 times that amount in gaso- 
line savings in no time at all . . . not to 
mention the hundreds of gallons of gaso- 
line and hundreds of dollars in money 
you save year after year. 

However, due to the enormous demands 
of trucking companies, car-rental com- 
panies, taxicab fleets and other large 
users, only a limited number of С. T. 
ENERGY CHAMBERS can possibly be 
allocated each month for consumer orders. 
Therefore, all orders must be filled on a 
first-come, first-served basis. So to take 
advantage of this limited introductory 
offer . . . mail the no-risk coupon today! 


GUARANTEE 


Year 


STATE — — —ZIP 


[AMBERS for just 10.95 (a savings of 
‘еаг.............. 
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Need Extra Cash? Start A Profitable 


Want to Be 
Your Own Boss? 


harpening Business 


» Of Your Own—In Sparetime 


Beginners Earn Up to $6 an Hour 


People, just like yourself, all over the United States are mak- 
ing extra cash —$20 to $30 a week —right now in their spare 
time. “Му sparetime saw filing business has made me $952 
these first ten months," says R. 'T. Chapman. Many start 
part-time, find it so profitable that they build year-round ser- 
vice business, Youcan, too, simply by following easy Foley plan. 


Free Booklet Tells How 


Free Book "Money Making Facts” shows 
just how you can start at home in spare 
time. Small investment—time payments if 
desired. Get this booklet—study it! Send 
coupontoday. Nosalesman willcall on you. 


FOLEY MFG., Minneapolis, Minnesota 55418 


Foley Manufacturing Co., 338-0 Foley Bldg. 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 55418 
Send Free Booklet on Saw Sharpening Business. 


Profession 


Foley Saw Filer 


ination 
Youcan sharpen combina 


rsaws — an 
b every time 


Name. 


Address. 


City Бе Zip Code. 


eee eee ee ee чо о о о со све о 


DIABETIC? 


Cut High Medicine Costs 


few = оо an во um om on em ae > = 


le with pain and aches of leg 
ulcers, swelling, itch, rash due to deep venous 
congestion or leg swelling of bulged veins or in- 


If you are using any of the Dia- 
betic medicines that require a 
Doctor's prescription, or if you 
are using Insulin, Tes-Tape, Clini- 
test Tablets etc. — we can save 
you money. 


Your prescriptions filled exactly 
as your Doctor ordered by Regis- 
tered, Licensed Pharmacists in 
strict compliance with Federal 
Food and Drug Laws. Find out the 


facts. Let us quote you 
! prices on any drug or 
| prescription without ob- 
ligation. Write today for 


1 


Er proof of savings. 


FEDERAL PRESCRIPTION SERVICE 
Dept. 70D1 Madrid, lowa 50156 


TREASURE 
Find buried gold, silver, 


coins, treasures. 
5 Powerful models. 
Write for free catalog 


NO PREVIOUS SKILLS REQUIRED 


Be a DETECTIVE 


INTRIGUING! REWARDING! BIG DEMAND! 
Learn modern detection, methods from 
former Federal Agent for pennies 
per day. Easy monthly payments. 
SEND for Free Book & Lesson 
INTERNATIONAL DETECTIVE 
TRAINING SCHOOL Est. 1932 


60 Century Bldg. 412 Sth St. NW (T) Wash. D.C. 


к 


juries? Find out about proven VISCOSE that 
works as you walk. Easy to use. Money-back 
guaranteed trial. Send for FREE BOOK today. 

O.D. VISCOSE COMPANY 


100 W. Chicago Ave., Chicago, fll. 60610 


g US, Bureau of Labor Statistics pre- 

dicts shortage of 50,000 civil engi- 
1 neering technicians (Surveyors, etc.) 
A by 1975. Send for FREE “SURVEYING 
q CAREER KIT." No salesman wilt call. 
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SET TO MUSIC 
See how your words can be turned into a song. Songs 
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small slits. It was through these slits 
that the vibrations came when a wire 
running from the box was plugged into 
an electric socket. A patient was simply 
to stand in front of that part of the box 
containing the slits, with his or her 
back to the slits. Then the box was to 
be plugged in for eight seconds and 
that's all there would be to it. During 
those eight seconds, a wide variety of 
vibrations would strike the body of the 
patient and one of those vibrations 
could come in contact with and destroy 
similar vibrations being given off by 
whatever the poor soul was suffering 
from. Yes, it was as simple as that. 

During his travels plumping for the 
ERA box, Abrams was quick to spot a 
sawbones who needed just a little sales- 
talk to lease one of the wonder contrap- 
tions. So he made his invention sound 
very scientific by dropping, as he talked 
a blue streak, such words as reflexo- 
phone, biodynamometer, gyrogram. 
pathogram and nomenclature. If a saw- 
bones prospect so much as questioned 
Able Albert as he talked, our boy 
would simply glare at the man, make 
him feel stupid and, completely ignor- 
ing the question, go on with his talk. 

It was now that The American Med- 
ical Association, in its Journal, put the 
blast on Able Albert. Abrams, the Jour- 
nal said, was, in effect, an arrogant 
fraud. It was impossible, the Journal 
pointed out, to diagnose an illness from 
a drop of blood. And it was equally im- 
possible, the Journal went on, to cure 
an illness through electrical vibrations. 

The trouble with the attack by the 
AMA was that its charges appeared 
only in the Journal, and the publication 
was read only by other doctors. Half of 
the doctors with Abrams boxes were 
out-and-out quacks, and the rest of 
them really believed in the box and 
were making fiscal killings to boot. 
Some medicos with a box were getting 
twenty-five bucks for that eight-second 
deal and there was standing room only 
in their waiting rooms. 

The big charge of the AMA's Journal 
against Abrams, however, was that the 
man was positively dangerous. How 
many people, suffering from some ail- 
ment which could bring death if not 
properly treated in time, were com- 
pletely unaware that they had such an 
ailment after sending ten bucks and 
getting an incorrect diagnosis? 

How many of the Abrams райепіѕ- 
at-a-distance had cancer or tuberculo- 
sis, only to be told by Abrams that they 
were suffering from a mild case of asth- 
ma? How many trusting souls, the AMA 
was now asking, were going into doc- 
tors' offices from coast to coast and 
being assured that they were cured of 
everything by Electronic Reaction of 
Abrams when in fact, prompt genuine 
medical attention was needed if their 
lives were to be saved? 

What with everything coutinuing to 
roll right along, both in the diagnostic 
and curing rackets, Doc, a restless soul, 
thought of something else. The country 
in those days was scared to death of the 
disease of syphillis. Once you caught it, 
you were either doomed to slowly go to 
lethal pieces or, if the dread disease was 
caught in its early stage and arrested, 
you never could be sure it wouldn't 
break out again. Stories were always 
going around about people having con- 
tracted syphilis not from lascivious sex- 

(Continued on page 62) - 
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EUROPEAN DOCTOR DISCOVERS THE REAL CAUSE AND CURE FOR BEING OVERWEIGHT! 
POSITIVE PROOF — FOUND 100% EFFECTIVE IN ENDING THE OVERWEIGHT PROBLEM FOREVER! 


“Yes! I lost 84 lbs. 
of Ugly Fat... 


-In only 2 short months!!” 


HERE IS MY ALMOST UNBELIEVABLE STORY ON HOW | LOST 84 POUNDS OF EXCESS WEIGHT 
IN ONLY 2 SHORT MONTHS ... NO DIETING . . . NEVER HUNGRY ... NO CALORIE COUNTING 
. . NOR DOCTOR'S PRESCRIPTIONS. 


In July of 1965 ! came across an article written in a leading women's fashion magazine about an entirely 
new method to end the fat problem forever. This article told how a Viennese doctor, after 14 years of 
endless scientific study, finally came upon the real reason why some people can eat like horses and never 
gain a pound, while others, like myself, could eat like a bird and put on pound after pound of ugly fat. 
Disbelieving this doctor's theory, myself, | thought | would try this method, for | had nothing to lose, but 
some time and plenty of excess weight. To my utter amazement | was able to eat! eat! and eat! those 
pounds away! Wasn't hungry at all . . . and the more | ate the faster and more weight | lost. Could this 
really be true? Was there something wrong with me physically that | don't know of? Was my scale 
wrong?? .. . and what | saw in the mirror untrue? Well believe me it worked like a miracle, and I've 
remained slim and trim ever since. Yes, I'm 84 pounds lighter and what a difference it makes on my 
health and appearance. 5 


NOW! YOU CAN ACTUALLY OVEREAT 
AND LOSE POUND AFTER POUND 


And lose weight as fast as you like and best of 
all increase your vitality and improve your phy- 
sical condition while you shed those excess 
pounds and inches. 


EAT, EAT, THOSE POUNDS AWAY PERMANENTLY! 
YES, BELIEVE IT OR NOT THE MORE YOU EAT 
: THE MORE WEIGHT YOU LOSE!! 


Let's face the facts. I know as well as anyone 
how hard it was for me to lose even a few 
pounds before I came upon this wonderful new 
technique. How I starved and deprived myself 
of the joys of eating delicious tasting foods that 
I loved so much. . . . And how sometimes I 
would watch others gorging themselves while 
wondering to myself: “Was it all worth it?” . . . 
and even so if I did lose a few pounds, the 
weight kept coming back faster than I lost it 
... plus more. Now this depressing story is in 
the past. . . . Since I came upon this Sensational 
Discovery. 
MY AMAZING PLAN IS RECOMMENDED 
THROUGHOUT EUROPE 
AND 1$ USED BY THOUSANDS OF OVERWEIGHT 
PEOPLE WITH COMPLETE SUCCESS AND SAFETY! 

Yes! Now with the use of this Amazing Method 
1 could lose as much as or as little weight as 
I desired and so can you... by following my 


simple directions. 
I call my Method “BEL-DOXIN”. Yes, the 


HERE IS MY GUARANTEE 
TO MY CUSTOMERS: 
1. You MUST see pounds and inches 


start disappearing almost imme- 
diately. 


2. You MUST see faster results than 
you have ever witnessed before. 


3 

4. You MUST lose the amount of 
weight you desire — or return the 
unused portion for a complete refund. 


BEL-DOXIN INC. 


RGR CAR AR AR AR GR RAR AR OSSA 


. You MUST feel and look better. | 


“BEL-DOXIN” Method was certainly my means 
of ending the "FAT PROBLEM" and the an- 
swer for Tens of Thousands of men and women 
throughout the country . . . and it can be yours 
too. 


YES, AFTER AN EXHAUSTIVE STUDY 
THAT LASTED FOR 14 FULL YEARS 
THE PROBLEM OF CONTROLLING YOUR WEIGHT 
EASILY AND PERMANENTLY 
CAN NOW BE ACCOMPLISHED 


Here's how simple it is to use the “BEL- 
DOXIN" Method. Take 3 *BEL-DOXIN" Tab- 
lets a day, one before breakfast, 1 before lunch, 
and 1 before dinner . . . following the enclosed 
method. And that's all. *BEL-DOXIN" will do 
the rest. My formula was so fast ACTING that 
when I looked in the mirror I had to look a 
second time. . . . Was it Really Me? As though 
a miracle took place I had trimmed down to al- 
most half the size I was. I felt and looked like a 
different person and my body was still in perfect 
proportion. 


DRAMATIC WEIGHT LOSS OF 20-50-90 POUNDS 
OR MORE MAY NOW BE ACCOMPLISHED 
IN JUST 60 DAYS OR LESS 


The "BEL-DOXIN" Formula is made under 
strict control by a leading manufacturer and in 
the opinion of medical authorities is probably 
the BEST POSSIBLE SYSTEM FOR REDUC- 
ING AVAILABLE TO THE GENERAL PUB- 
LIC TODAY. 


PLEASE FILL IN ENCLOSED 
INFORMATION BLANK 
AS TO HOW QUICKLY 

YOU DESIRE 
TO LOSE WEIGHT. 


I would like to lose 
pounds in 15 days. 


I would like to lose 
pounds in 30 days. 


I would like to lose 
pounds in 45 days. 


I would like to lose 
pounds in 60 days. 


I would like to lose 
pounds in 90 days. 


I would like to lose 
pounds in 120 days. 


Enclosed is: 


City. 


SHIPPED IN PLAIN WRAPPER!! 
BEL-DOXIN INC., Dept. 432 


Р.О. Box 135, Peck Slip Station, New-York, N.Y. 10038 


Enclosed is my payment in FULL for your wonderful 
"BEL-DOXIN" Formula. | understand that if | do not Lose 
pounds and inches after following your "BEL-DOXIN" Method 
... Гат entitled to a refund of the complete purchase price. 
[] Cash 


SORRY 


Here | am Fat, 
Uncomfortable 
and Unattractive. 


Now this is what 
| Look Like after 
Losing 84 Ibs. 


THIS IS THE RATE OF SPEED 
JA TUE БАТ MELTED AWAY 
SSELUSED THIS METHOD '! 


‘I LOST 23 POUNDS OF EXCESS WEIGHT 
IN THE FIRST 2 WEEKS 
I LOST A TOTAL OF 44 POUNDS 
BY THE END OF THE FIRST MONTH 
AND ! WENT ON TO LOSE A TOTAL 
OF 84 POUNDS 
BY THE END OF THE SECOND MONTH!" 


TOTAL WEIGHT LOST — 
84 POUNDS IN ONLY 60 DAYS! 


EVERYONE KNOWS THAT IF YOU STARVE YOURSELF 
YOU'LL LOSE WEIGHT. 
BUT WHO WANTS TO SUFFER STARVATION AND 
ALSO RUN THE RISK OF A SERIOUS VITAMIN 
DEFICIENCY THAT CAN DAMAGE YOUR HEALTH!! 


"BEL-DOXIN? is completely SAFE, FAST 
ACTING, AND EFFECTIVE TO LOSE 
THOSE POUNDS AND INCHES. 


THE SAME FORMULA IS FOUND IN SOME 
OF THE FOREMOST MEDICAL JOURNALS 
AND CLINICAL EVALUATIONS IN THE 
WORLD. NOW ALL THIS SCIENTIFIC 
KNOWLEDGE IS AVAILABLE TO YOU!!! 


1 GUARANTEE RESULTS IN SEVEN DAYS 
OR MONEY BACK!!! 

Remember, with the "BEL-DOXIN" Method 
you get results and fast. So take advantage of 
my FREE TRIAL OFFER TODAY. Remem- 
ber, results guaranteed or money back. The 
positive proof of what "BEL-DOXIN" can do 
15 to try it yourself at my expense. 


O Check O Money Order 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 

O 30 Day Supply of "BEL-DOXIN" only $5.98 | 

Г] 60 Day Supply of "BEL-DOXIN" only $10.00 (Save $2.00) і 

O 90 Day Supply of "BEL-DOXIN" only $15.00 (Save $3.00) 

0 120 Day Supply of "BEL-DOXIN" only $20.00 (Save $4.00) 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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A Complete, Modern, Doctor's Guide to Sexual 
Knowledge and Compatibility for All Couples 


THE 
Illustrated 
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF 


Sex 


By Dr. A. Willy, 
Dr. L. Vander, 
Dr. O. Fisher 
and other 
authorities 
Made Available in 
this Country by 


Cadillac Publishing 
Compony 


This Complete Book 
Contains Nearly 200 
Authentic Enlightening Illustrations 


. This up-to-date authoritative guide to enduring, harmo- 


nious married love is an explicit discussion of the sexual 
side of human nature. Presented as a serious, straight- 
forward study about sex for mature men and women. This 
book, written by physicians in everyday language, includes 
important NEW information on sexual enlightenment. 
Nearly 200 illustrations, many in color, by medical artists 
are unprecedented in sex education books and make many 
points easier to understand, though the text is written 
simply. Ineludes authentic answers to every possible sexual 
problem, both abnormal as well as normal, honestly dis- 
cussed and frankly presented. in a sensible manner. Clearly 
understand and see the physiology and functions of the sex 
organs of both male and female. Many troubled men and 
women have found a new happy married sex life and new 
confidence in themselves by reading '"The Illustrated 
Encyclopedia of Sex." Sells for $5.00— but it is yours for 
the amazing low friend-winning price of only $2.98. This 
offer good for a limited time only. Mail coupon NOW to 
receive this factual explanation of sexual functions of the 
human body written simply by doctors to satisfy legitimate 
aquit interest. 


Partial List of 61 Big Chapters. Each a “Book” in Itself. 


e Gratifying sex techniques • How masturbation affects 
which bring complete man and woman's sexual 
fulfillment in the sex act. performance and gratification 
* What causes climax in * Determining if woman 
woman, why some fail to experiences complete orgasm 
attain it—how man can in intercourse 

help bring it about * Natural birth control 

e Blunders made by men * New discoveries in birth 
in sex act that deprive control. Most reliable 

women of satisfaction and contraceptives—which permit 
how to avoid them maximum enjoyment 


* How male and female organs ° Areas of male and female 
function in intercourse body most sensitive to 


erotic stimulation 
Common bridal night * Causes and treatments 
to avoid them for sterility, male impotence 


® Sexual foreplay—how it and female rigidity 


` * How often can a couple 
helps husband апо wife have sexual intercourse 


® Erotic dreams and 


e The first sex act with a 
virgin bride—how it affects 
future sex life 

e Why woman takes longer to 
respond to sexual stimulation 
than man—techniques that 
speed response 

* Causes and differences in 
man and woman's sex urge 

e Emotions during sex act 
and climax in men and 
women compared 


nocturnal emissions 

• Correcting male's 
premature climax to prolong 
sex act 

* Delaying sex life's finish— 
intercourse during and 

after change of life 

* What causes a husband 

or wife to commit adultery 

• Just a few of the hundreds 
of frank, enlightening 
illustrated instructions! 


Partial List of Hlustrations 


* Step-by-step growth of 
child in pregnancy 

e Areas of male and female 
organs producing 

greatest sensation 

e Woman's “SAFE” and 
“FERTILE” days illustrated 
© Differences in the female 
figure, including breasts, 
before and after pregnancy 
* Causes of sterility 

in women 

* Cross-section of the 
hymen in various stages 


r SEND NO MONEY! FREE 10 DAY TRIAL COUPON 


| CADILLAC PUBLISHING, Dept. K-738 
220 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10001 


Send me “The Illustrated Encyclopedia of Sex” in plain wrapper 
marked “personal.” I will pay postman $2.98, plus postage on 
delivery (sells for $5.00). If not completely satisfied within 10 
days, I can return book’ and my money will be refunded. I am 


over 21. 


і Name. 
i Address 


City 


— State — ————— 
1 SAVE C. 0. D. MAILING CHARGES 


* Function of man and 
woman's sex organs 

* Cross-section showing 
causes of woman's 

sexual ills 

* Normal sexuality in male 
* Woman's sensitivity curve 
* How man's erotic desires 
are evoked 

e Two inserts of female 
bodies showing how 
pregnancy takes place 

2. . plus many more 
illustrated instructions. 


Zip 


-= æ ыы 


with coupon only $2.98. Same Money-Back Guarantee! 


[| bones here if you wish to save postage, by enclosing | 


(Orders Outside U.S.A. $3.50. No C.O.D.'s) 
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(Continued from page 60) 
ual hijinks, but from a drinking cup 
just used by a disreputable person. 

So Doc decided to put syphilis on a 
paying basis. He took out ads suggesting 
that the peasants check with him, at ten 
bucks a throw, to see if they had, with- 
out knowing it, accidentally contracted 


_the dread disease. They were to send 


not blood, but a sample of their hand- 
writing. Doc claimed to have found 
proof in the handwriting of many fa- 
mous Americans, including Edgar Allan 
Poe and Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 
that they were syphilitics. 

“So send along your handwriting,” 
read Doc’s ads, “but be sure it is of re- 
cent origin—written at least ten days 
after you suspect you were open to ex- 
posure.” 

It was but a matter of months until 
almost half of Doc's office mail was from 
men who were sending in specimens of 
their handwriting. This didn't prompt 
Doc to do anything but raise the price 
of a syphilis inquiry from ten to twen- 
ty bucks. 

The Scientific American, frustrated 
for a long time now, thought it might be 
able to get something on Doc by exam- 
ining one of those ERA boxes scattered 
around the country. But the well-inten- 
tioned magazine had another think com- 
ing. It sent reporters to more than a 


score of Able Albert's ERA leasees and . 


the reporters got everything but a look 
at a box—everything from a polite re- 
fusal to the bum's rush. 

There were two reasons for this. 
There wasn't a single lessee of an ERA 
box who wasn't making a killing. And 
the cunning Able Albert had, when 
signing up a doctor for a box, made the 
sawbones sign an agreement that stip- 
ulated the lease of the box would be 
cancelled if it was shown to a represen- 
tative of The Scientific American or The 
American Medical Association. 

Never a man to let well enough alone, 
Doc, by the time he had had his ERA 
box off the ground for two years, upped 
the number of boxes to 200 throughout 
the land. Nor was he completely satis- 
fied with the take of his swindle in his 
San Francisco office. He began to run 
ads in the no-good publications that 
lured the boobs for two new reasons. 
Abrams was now, from handwriting 
specimens, foretelling the future of de- 
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veloping diseases and measuring life 
spans, 

The Scientific American and The 
American Medical Association could 
have gone on indefinitely in their futile 
attempts to undo Abrams had not Doc 
solved the problem for them. Abrams 
contracted pneumonia in January, 1924, 
when he was 61 years old. He apparent- 
ly didn’t use either the diagnosis box in 
his office or one of the ERA contrap- 
tions because he simply died. 

Leaving an estate of some ten million 
bucks, Abrams was still of vital interest 
to The Scientific American. The mag- 
azine wondered about the original diag- 
nosis box in Abrams’ office. It had dis- 
appeared—gone forever. 

The fact that the vanished box had 
been a complete fake, utterly meaning- 
less, and that Abrams had imagined ev- 
erything he diagnosed for those sending 
in loot, was to be borne out almost im- 
mediately after his death. The magazine 
succeeded in getting its hands on one of 
the ERA boxes from a doctor who had 
begun to lose faith in Abrams and who 
no longer feared him now. 

Taking the ERA box apart, the mag- 
azine was astonished—astonished that 
anybody had had as much gall as 
Abrams, Because what was inside of that 
magic box was nothing but a lot of mean- 
ingless hardware—nuts, bolts, screws, 
wires and a condenser, an ohmeter, 
rheostat and a magnetic interrupter. 

Turning the ERA box over to a body 
of experts consisting of two physicians, 
an engineer and a radio expert, the 
magazine received a long-winded re- 
port, which it published. The final 
words of this report were: "At its best, 
the ERA is an illusion. At its worst it is 
a colossal fraud." 

The death of Abrams naturally put 
a quick stop to his mail-order business. 
And The Scientific American's exposé 
did the rest—except for the case of some 
of the quacks who still had the boxes. 
No longer fearing Able Albert, now 
the quacks, loath to let go of a good 
thing, kept right on collecting stiff fees 
from people who stood in front of the 
boxes for eight seconds. These quacks 
really had a good thing going. For, it 
now developed, Abrams had somehow 
or other lost the list of leasees of the 
boxes and the quacks no longer had 
to pay the stiff monthly rental. Ф Ф Ф 


TRUE DETECTIVE 


Day Approval • 100% Guarantee 
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MEN —TRAIN NOW 

FOR A BIG PAY JOB AS A CLAIMS ADJUSTER 
COLLAS D. SMELZER, retired Chief Warrant Officer, U.S. 
Air Force, is now employed as staff adjuster by International 
Service Со. in Texas. "I find my work as an adjuster very inter- 
esting and my training with 1.А.5. provided me with all the 
basics | needed to fill this challenging position,” 


« After serving two years in the U.S. Army and then working as an 
auto body apprentice, JOHNNY McGEE, from Booneville, Missis- 
sippi, began looking for a better career opportunity. "Thanks to 
answering your ad and studying the 1.А.5. course, | am ап experi- 
enced claim adjuster with an adjustment service in Florida. Without 
the excellent training your school provided, this would not have 


eth. | been possible.” 


Insurance Adjusters and Investigators are badly needed due to the tremen- 
dous increase of claims resulting from automobile accidents, fires, burglaries, 
riots, storms and industrial accidents that occur daily. INSURANCE 
ADJUSTERS SCHOOLS can train you to earn top money in this fast 
moving, action-packed field, full or part time. Work at your present job 
and train at home then attend two weeks Resident Training at school 
owned facilities-MIAMI BEACH, FLORIDA or LAS VEGAS, NEVADA. 
Nationwide employment assistance. Write for FREE information today! 


VA APPROVED FOR VETERANS AND INSERVICE PERSONNEL UNDER NEW СІ BILL 


ACCREDITED MEMBER NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 


INSURANCE ADJUSTERS SCHOOLS Dept. ODG 


Please Print 


Name 

Address 

City d State 
| Zip Phone Age 
——————————————————————————————— 


PRISONER? 


Is Your Writing Talent a prisoner, 
never leaving your front door? 


Send along your stories, plays, 
books, articles and poetry in com- 
pleted form — ог an outline if you 
choose. 


For Free information on how to cash 
in on your writing talent, send a 
postcard at once. We will respond 
by return mail. 


AVOID DELAY! ACT TODAY! 
DANIEL S. MEAD 


Literary Agent 


915 Broadway, Dept. OD-3 
New York, New York 10010 


B TC ES DON'T SCRATCH 


—/t may cause 

nasty infection 
For extra fast relief from tormenting raw fiery 
itch due to chafing, dry skin, scales, eczema, 
rashes, allergies—other itch troubles, get time- 
proved D.D.D. Soothing, cooling... helps pre- 
vent infection...aids healing. Don't scratch. 
Don't suffer. Ask your druggist for antiseptic 
D.D.D. Prescription today. Liquid or cream. 


Book Authors! 


Join our successful authors in a com- FREE 
plete and reliable publishing program: 
publicity, advertising, handsome books. 
Send for FREE report on your manu- 
cript & copy of Hew Te Publish Yeur 


CARLTON PRESS Dept. 00С 
84 Fifth Ave., New York, 10011 


1901 N.W. 7 ST./ MIAMI, FLA. 33125 


Did the Extortioner 
Kill to Prove . . .? 


(Continued from page 25) 


St. Petersburg and Tampa. His ad read: 

“Write what you know on any sheet of 
paper. Then tear off one of the upper 
corners in a jagged fashion. You keep 
the corner you tear off. Send the larger 
piece to Father "Thomas Fitzgerald, 


' Church of the Redeemer, in Sarasota, 


Florida.” 

Mr. Addy offered a reward of $5,000 
for information in each case—the murder 
of Mrs. Mable Holmes and the attempted 
extortion and threat on the lives of Mr. 
and Mrs. Addy. He assured anonymous 
informants that their identities would be 
protected whether they received a re- 
ward or not. 

The plan is similar to one that has been 
operated with considerable success by 
several newspapers in large cities. The 
Detroit News still offers rewards under 
its Secret Witness plan that has brought 
about the arrest and conviction of more 
than a score of criminals, mostly killers, 
in the past three years. 

However, in this instance, there was 

not a flood of tips as in most such cases. 
Weeks passed and the hoped-for infor- 
mation was not received. 
. On August 11th, Mr. Addy decided to 
double the rewards, raising each to 
$10,000 for a total of $20,000. He con- 
tinued to advertise in the newspapers 
in the Sarasota and Tampa Bay areas. 

Again weeks passed without any tips. 
The Sarasota detectives continued their 
investigation, questioning every new po- 
tential witness they could find. But they 
had no luck. 


Finally, early in November, four 
months after the slaying of the elderly 
housekeeper, a development, about which 
police would offer no comment, occurred, 
and the investigators focused their at- 
tention on Frederick Richard Dornau, 
38. Police would neither confirm nor deny 
speculation that their interest in Dornau 
had been sparked by informants moti- 
vated by the reward advertising. 

Frederick Dornau, a resident of fash- 
ionable Siesta Key and for the past two 
years a prominent businessman in Sara- 
sota, had, with his brother, formerly 
operated Ra-Dor Industries in the Bronx, 
a borough of New York City. About two 
years before, they had moved the business 
to Sarasota. They were said to have a 
contract with the federal government to 
manufacture Long John missiles, which 
are about 30 feet in length. 

But there had been some trouble and 
in October, 1969, they had been charged 
with making fraudulent claims against 
the federal government. A federal grand 
jury for the Southern District of New 
York City had indicted Frederick and 
his brother on a charge of making fraud- 
ulent claims against the government for 
$395,270. 


The federal indictment in New York 
City contained a total of 45 counts: 29 
for submitting false claims against the 
government; one for uttering a forged 
government document; 11 for mail fraud 
and four for fraud by wire. 

Earlier, on March 24, 1969, the firm 
was declared bankrupt in federal dis- 
trict court in Tampa, after the brothers 
had been accused of the false claims 
against the government and a total of 
$700,000 in false claims against private 
and government organizations. 

Frederick Dornau’s brother was not 
named as a suspect in the murder of 
Mabel Holmes and in the extortion at- 
tempt. 

Following the federal action, Frederick 
Dornau’s fingerprints had been taken and 
were filed when the information was re- 
ceived, Lieutenant Ray obtained a copy 
of Frederick Dornau's prints and com- 
pared them with the prints he had devel- 
oped on the extortion notes found in the 
phone booths. Police would not disclose 
whether they matched. 

On the basis of evidence gathered, how- 
ever, warrants charging Fredrick Dor- 
nau with first-degree murder and with 
attempted extortion were obtained. Dor- 
nau was found at a downtown shopping 
center, where he was taken into custody. 

He was booked at the city jail on 
Thursday, November 13th, on both 
charges. Bail of $10,000 was set on the 
extortion charge, but no bond was al- 
lowed on the murder charge. He was held 
in the city jail pending further legal 
action. 

A search warrant for Dornau’s home 
was obtained and it was reported that 
several guns were found, including one 
25 caliber. Howeaer, authorities have 
declined to reveal whether the .25 caliber 
gun fired the fatal shot. 

The evidence against Frederick R. Dor- 
nau was presented to the Sarasota Coun- 
ty grand jury which, on November 24th, 
returned indictments charging him with 
first-degree murder and attempted ex- 
tortion. 

As this was written, the suspect was 
held without bail in the Sarasota County 
jail and further legal action against him 
was pending. It was expected that the 
case would be prosecuted by State At- 
torney Frank Schaub, the man who won 
a conviction of Dr. Carl Coppolino, even 
though: Coppolino was defended by the 
widely acclaimed Е. Lee Bailey. Ф $$ 


START YOUR OWN HIGH PAY WHOLESALE BUSINESS 


BUY AT GUARANTEED LOWEST BELOW WHOLESALE PRICES 


Demanding customers today spend millions of dollars regularly for im- 
pulse appeal specialty products. Supply them and make your fortune. 
Spare time or full time opportunity. No experience necessary. We show 
you step by step how to make immediate profits. Our ‘automatic order’ 
sales program brings you sales without direct selling. 


FANTASTIC PROFITS In Specialty Merchandise Wholesaling 


€ Free cotalog to SMC 
wholesalers includes thou- 
sands of ‘Hot’ fast sellers 
like these below: 


€ Purchase as little 
as one of an item. 


€ Everything worehoused 
for immediate delivery. 


€ Additional discounts 
on initial order. 


€ Additional discounts 
for quantity purchases. 


12 Transistor 


PERMANENT Donkey Cigarette POCKET HURRICANE 
MATCH Dispenser BURGLAR ALARM LAMP ADIO 
is м: Decorative, 
Ч e 2 & e UN practical. 
ik 4 a 
t wn Solid State 
р s", uai ell for portable in- 
А А Push the ears E * oe, . 88¢. cludes case, ear- 
Strike the side of —out pops F k phones, battery. 
the case and it a cigarette! or pocket, purse, Your Sell for $9.95 
lights every time. Sell for $1.00. auto Явне wine cost Sell for. $9.95. 
Sell for $1.00 ea. Your cost 33¢ ea. glars, attackers. 26¢ ea. $3.47. 


Your cost 30¢ ea. 


Sell for $1.98 ea. FUN HAND MASSAGER 
coe Your cost 48¢ ea. OUTHOUSE Produces - 
STRIP | 24 ART DD UU^ deep, he v. 
TEASE us MODEL AUTO е pulsating 3 р 
РЕМ | CIGARETTE — SPOTLIGHT hones 
sd er) LIGHTER : Relaxes, 
urn ihe pen "e color photo- stimu- 
over and she graphed models. lates. 
strips before Sell for $1.49. 4% 
your eyes. Your cost 37¢ ea. н зше, or 
T DERRINGER Outhouse boy, $1.29. 
‚ Sell for SIGNAL outhouse lady, Your 
$1.00. LIGHT ; or hippie іп cost 
Your cost Combination " Eun 2 Pur sel Deea: i . " 
) i " Я . 2 eluxe size sel 
37¢ ea. flashlight | Beet dca Your cost 37¢ for $1.98. Your cost 
Baht, Sige Sells for $3.98. 9“ em 
Illuminated for emergency. Your cost 87¢ ea. BEAUTY GLO Men's & Women's 
Screwdriver Set x for 31.00 ea. LAMP PLASTIC 
our cos ¢ еа. RAINCOAT 
PROFESSIONAL 
BURGLAR AND HUNTING auc 
, FIRE ALARM SLING SHOT Women's 
ж includes 
bonnet. 
Sell for 
me Your cosf 
A tiny light bulb is 100г cos 
Ҹу № пене in the сеп 10 еа. 
Illuminated master Powerful, accurate, ealish Qr Bi 5 5 Pc. Kitchen 
handle and phillips molded handle. fall Sell for $2.98 KNIFE SET 


and regular screw- 


Sell for $1.00 ea. 
driver, $ ea. set. Your cost 


Loud warning to Your cost 24$ ea. $1.02 set. 
Your cost 40g ea. Protect nema busi- ORIENTAL GOLF SCORE 
ness from fire, theft. JADE SET CADDY 


ART MODEL 
PLAYING CARDS 


Instant installation. 
Sell for $3.98 ea. 
Your cost 88¢ ea. 


UNBREAKABLE 
COMBS 


Sheffield English 
i stainless steel 
W blades, Elkhorn 
Keeps a tally of handles. Gift 
boxed. Sell for 
$3.98 set. Your 
cost $1.60 set. 


Eau de cologne and 


after shave lotion in strokes on ea. hole 
famous oriental jade or on game. In- 


e EM cludes wrist strap. 
$6.00 set. Your cost Sell for $1.49 ea. 
Your cost 49€ еа. 


$1.00 set. 
35mm STYLE CAMERA 


Plastic coated, 52 models 
in full color. Sell for 
$1.00 deck. Your cost 
31 deck. 


est Fla ht 


Sell for 10€ ea. 
Your cost Тє ea. 


Spectator Binoculars 


Shoots color or 
black and white. 
я Uses standard 120 
film. Complete 
with strap, lens 
cover. Sell tor 


cost 52$ ea. 


t 
ight is attached 
to safety keychain. Han- . 
dy Jer finding keyhole, e : 
reading program, etc. i i 
Replaceable battery High powered binoculars are 
lasts up to 2 years. $ей Worn like spectacles. Leaves 
for $1.00 ea. Your cost hands free. Sell for $1.00 pr. 
31€ ea. Your cost 256 pr. 


Specialty Merchandise Corporation 


7630 Gloria Avenue, Dept. S- 153 
Van Nuys, California 91406 


ROADSTO BIG PROFITS 
SMC Shows You 3 Big 
Money Fields to Choose From 


1 | WAGON JOBBING 


A one step method of wholesaling. Take orders 

from merchants and deliver your cash sales 
at same time. SMC guaranteed lowest below whole- 
sale prices lets you buy below wholesale—sell at whele- 
sale, and make staggering big profits for yourself. 
Stores buy dozens, hundreds, or even thousands of 
items at a time. SMC will also drop ship your orders. 
You don’t have to warehouse products unless you 
want to. 


El RACK JOBBING 


Let SMC attractive displays do your selling for 

you. Rack merchandising is the greatest new 
sales force for today's retail outlets. SMC merchandise 
is packaged, ready for display. Customers pass your 
racks and buy on impulse. No direct selling. You col- 
lect at time of delivery, call back periodically to re- 
place sold merchandise. SMC supplies you with display 
racks as well as merchandise. 


MAIL ORDER SALES 


The SMC plan gives you the opportunity to 

fill orders from your home. Everything you 
need to get orders by mail is included in our program. 
As an SMC wholesaler, you have access to hundreds 
of fast selling mail order products that allow profits 
up to 5, 7 even 10 times your cost. 


" " ' 
No Territory or Franchise to 'Buy' 
When you answer this ad you get in on the ground 
floor. Your association with SMC assures you of pro- 
fessional status, recognized, respected by dealers every- 
where. It's solely your business, no profits to divide 
with anyone over you. Every dollar you make is yours. 

You pay no royalties to anyone. 


*WRITTEN GUARANTEE ASSURES YOU 
OF LOWEST BELOW WHOLESALE PRICES 


Should an authorized purchaser of SMC products discover 


price quotations for the same merchandise as supplied by 
SMC at lower prices, SMC GUARANTEES to equal or 
better the price quotation PROVIDING it is a legitimate 
offer, as outlined in the SMC guarantee. There is no double 
talk in that Guarantee. It means just what it says. 


Start Small, Grow Big, Make $$$$ Spare Time Profits 


Whatever time you can spend, there's a profitable place for 
you in SMC wholesaling. Opportunities everywhere—city, town, 
country. Get big cash orders. Impulse selling is today’s develop- 
ment. Cash in by supplying the products people demand. 


Packaged TOYS, Packaged TOYS, Packaged TOYS 
. . . Hundreds of toys at unbelievably low prices 
.. » Like these: 

Item Sell for 


t2 inch Doll .. 

Jacks & Ball 

Squirt Gun .... 
Plastic Trucks .. 
Large Binocular 
Yo-Yo .... 

Potato Gun 

Stunt Flying Plane .. 
Sound Machine Gun 
Checker Set .. 

Jump Rope .... 

Cap Pistol and 
Drink and Wet Doll 
Blow Ball Game 
Double Barrel Dart Gun 


Your Cost 


NEW OPENINGS MOST EVERYWHERE 


Men. women, write for complete quick profit SMC plan. Many 
openings now, but they go fast. Use coupon now. Exciting de- 
tails and Free book, “How to Wholesale for Profit," rushed by 
return mail. 


LIN gg ии ши ни па пя 
Specialty Merchandise Corporation І 
7630 Gloria Avenue Dept. $ 153 
Van Nuys, California 91406 


Send me full free facts, including your Free | 
Book, "Нот to Wholesale for Profit," plus 

your lowest below wholesale guarantee and Bl 
information on your revolutionary sales plan 
that brings automatic orders. 


E] 
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will you WORK SATURDAY 
MORNINGS for the keys 


tothis BRAND , 


for LIFE too! 


FREE suoes ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS SHOW YOUR FRIENDS THIS GIANT 


COLOR CATALOG... AND SEND ME THEIR ORDERS 


Every man and woman who ас- | If. you can show your friends my giant 132 -page full color comfort shoe 
cepts my offer will be eligible for} catalog and send me their orders, РИ show YOU how you can have 


FREE SHOES FOR LIFE! Mail 
coupon for full details. 


TOP MEN receive 

this deluxe 

fnaster outfit 
. . + beautiful case containing 
ACTUAL SAMPLES showing 
fine workmanship and comfort, 
features that go into every pair 
of Mason Shoes. You'll earn 
even more with this deluxe Out- 
fit... coupon brings details on 
how to get it! ¥ 
saim WORK WHENEVER YOU WANT TO! 
Tied up Saturday mornings? Don't let 
that bother you, because I hate a plan that 
lets you take orders whenever you want to 
+. . after supper, weekends, anytime. 
Coupon brings full details. 


MASON suot мес. co., 
Dept. 
Chippewa Falls, Wis. 54729 


TN S 
S ASSOCIATION 


WAA, JOIN OUR TEAM 
ae OF CRIMEFIGHTERS! 


ANNUAL DUES $5 


e Special Identification Card 
e Star Emblem to display . 
e Detective Training Material 


SEND FOR MEMBERSHIP NOW 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 
| SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO: 


NOSP, 1029 Vermont Ave. N.W. | 
Washington, D.C. 20005 | 


| NAME 
| лоовеѕѕ 
CY 7 TAE 


Ber augeret ee ed 


FAST-PACED 
EXCITEMENT 


Now you can get SPORT—the 
magazine that brings you the best 
‘in Baseball, Basketball, Football, 
Hockey, and Boxing—-delivered 
right to you! Only $3.00 for 12 
issues. Mail check, cash or M.O. 
to: 


SPORT, Dept. 90LTDOCO 


205 E. 42 St., N.Y., N.Y. 10017 


the keys to this brand new саг... or just about anything else you've 
ever dreamed of! You never invest lc. I'll supply everything you need. 
You just show your friends our more than 240 beautiful dress, sport, 
work shoe styles for men and women. Take their orders—often as 
many as 5 or 6 orders on Saturday morning alone. Pocket your profits 
and send the orders to me! We stock and ship the shoes. And WHAT 
a stock. Over 300,000 pairs! Comfortable.air cushion shoes. Colorful 
shoes. All the latest fashions, styles. Sizes from 4 to 16. Widths AA to 
EEEE. You name it—Mason has it. And when you tell your friends 
they'll be helping you earn that car, they'll be GLAD to give their 
orders to you. So why struggle to earn extra cash when it's as easy as 
showing your friends my beautiful color catalog on Saturday ... and 
the catalog’s free just for mailing in this coupon. 


RUSH FREE CATALOG 


1 Mr. Victor Mason H 
" MASON SHOE МЕС. CO., Dept. Н-728 Н 
H Chippewa Falls, Wis. 54729 Е 
№ Rush FREE Giant 132-page full color Catalog and confidential E 
p profit information, Also tell me how | can get FREE SHOES E 
g FOR UFE! П 

L| 
Ч Name L| 
Г J 
№ Address | 
i a 
y Town State. Zjp.... 1 
Ш ни ни eee ee oo ла по 


... Killer on Crutches 


(Continued from page 21) 


have gone through and it would be a 
good idea if deputies searched for the 
slugs in and around the ditch. 

Sheriff Nehls agreed and hurried to 
his radio to summon every available 
man from his office in Juneau. The dis- 
patcher alerted Deputies Don Dye, David 
Henke and Joe Trejo and said he would 
send others as soon as he could get in 
touch with them. 

Dr. Richards, meanwhile, had arranged 
for the body to be taken to the morgue 
at a hospital in nearby Beaver Dam, 
where he would perform the autopsy. 

As soon as he had completed the ar- 
rangements, Sheriff Nehls examined 
contents of the girl’s pockets and found 
papers identifying her as Angelia G. 
Stevens, who lived at an address in 
Watertown. According to the papers, she 
was 16 years old and was a sophomore 
at Watertown High School. 

Sheriff Nehls contacted Watertown 
police and asked that the tragic news be 
conveyed to the girl’s parents. 

“She must have been at the YAC 
dance last night," said the Watertown 
dispatcher. 

Sheriff Nehls knew of the activities at 
the youth center, including the midweek 
dances. “We may have to question every 
kid who was there,” he said. 

While they waited for the ambulance 
to take the body to Beaver Dam and the 
deputies who were on the way, Sheriff 
Nehls questioned the people who had as- 
sembled at the scene. 

Mrs. Norman Rusch, whose home is on 
Rusch Road, about half a mile from 
where the body was found, told the sher- 
iff about an unusual occurrence that 


night. About 11:30, her dogs began to 
bark furiously, Her husband, who is a 
mail carrier and works ‘part time at an 
evening job, was due home at any 
minute. 

She turned on the outside lights, which 
illuminated the front of the house and 
the garage and, by reflection, much of 
that section of Rusch Road. 

She said she saw a car and it was 
about to stop in front of the house. She 
had been expecting her husband and 
thought it was strange that he didn't 
drive on into the garage. 

But when she took a closer look, the 
woman saw that it was not her hus- 
band's car. It was one she didn't recog- 
nize at all. Almost as soon as the out- 
side lights were switched on, Mrs. 
Rusch said, the driver of the car put a 
heavy foot on the accelerator and it sped 
away. 

"Did you see who was in the car?" 
Sheriff Nehls asked. 

Mrs. Rusch said she had seen the oc- 
cupants, but they had got away so rap- 
idly she didn't get a chance to take a 
good look at them. She didn’t know 
whether she was acquainted with them. 

Mrs. Rusch said she was still trying 
to figure out what the occupants of the 
car were up to when a second automo- 
bile she didn’t recognize pulled into the 
driveway. The outside lights were still 
on and she could see a young couple get- 
ting out of the car. 

They told Mrs. Rusch that they were 
Dennis Irwine of Oconomowoc and Jean 
Nagle of Watertown. Irwine asked if he 
could use the telephone to call the police. 

She asked what he needed the police 


or. 

He explained that he and the girl 
were driving in Rusch Road and just 
before they reached the intersection of 
County Trunk Highway MM, both had 
noticed a girl sprawled in the ditch. 
Irwine braked the car and the couple 
got out to see if they could help the girl. 

Irwine had made a perfunctory exam- 
ination and said he was convinced the 
girl was dead. He recalled having passed 
the Rusch house and turned his car 
around and drove back there. He was 
given permission to use the telephone 
and call Watertown police headquarters. 
This resulted in Officer Schmidt, Sheriff 
Nehls and Dr. Richards racing to the 
Scene. 

' Meanwhile, Norman Rusch came home 
a few minutes later. He had been on 
County Trunk Highway MM and had 
turned into Rusch Road. As his head- 
lights swept in an arc, the beam rested 
momentarily on the ditch along Rusch 
Road and he spotted the girl. He skidded 
to a stop and got out to have a look at 
the girl. 

After he had. convinced himself that 
she was dead, he drove on home to notify 
the sheriff. But when Irwine told him 
the sheriff already was on the way, he 
ЕНН it wasn’t necessary to make the 
call, 

“She was fully clothed, but her hands 
and head were bloody,” Mr. Rusch said. 
“It looked as if she had been dropped 
out of a car.” 

That was about all the witnesses knew 
about the case. 

“What about. the license number of 
that first car you saw? Did you get the 
license number?” Sheriff Nehls asked 
Mrs. Rusch. 

Mrs. Rusch said she didn’t. But she 
said she thought it was a Wisconsin 
license. Though most were Wisconsin 
licenses, there was a good sprinkling of 
cars from nearby Illinois, especially 
during the hunting season. р 

“Well, can you give me а description 

(Continued on page 68) 


New Rubber Stamp Business 


Pays Beginners 


START AT HOME IN SPARE TIME WITH 
THIS LITTLE TABLE TOP MACHINE... 
WE'LL EVEN HELP FINANCE YOU 
‚ Gf less than bank rates! 


The multi-million dollar Rubber Stamp Business—once con- 
trolled by a few big companies—is now being taken over by 
small home operators—one in each community throughout 
the U.S. Men and women who have this inexpensive machine 
can turn out huge quantities of Rubber Stamps with special 
wording that buyers once were forced to order from big cities. 
Material costing only 27c makes a stamp that sells for $2.75. 
'The machine that does the work is simple and easy to operate 
and it turns out as many as six Rubber Stamps at a time each 
with different wording such as names, addresses, notices, stock 
numbers, prices and other "copy" needed by offices, factories 
and individuals. Working full capacity, it can earn as much as 
$33.00 an hour for the operator! Now you can get into the big- 
pay business yourself, with your own home as headquarters. 
You don't need any experience. We supply everything, includ- 
ing complete instructions and eight ways to get business com- 
ing in fast. Start making up to $16.50 an hour from the very 
beginning. Cash in on the profitable Rubber Stamp business 
right away. 


Here's what the new 
WARNER PLAN Tells You 
about Making Money, 
with RUBBER STAMPS' 


1, HOW TO have fun now and at the Ñ 
same time provide for a secure and № 
prosperous future. 

2. HOW TO check the advantages of op- 
erating a Rubber Stamp Business in 
your own community. 

З. HOW TO acquire a general knowl- 
edge of the business based on a brief 
history of the Rubber Stamp. 

4. HOW TO visualize the scope of the 
Rubber Stamp market, 

5. HOW TO make a Rubber Stamp (gen- 
eral outline). 


110 PAGES 
MORE THAN 100 


6. HOW TO assess the value of Warner PICTURES 
Equipment. : e 
HOW TO get acquainted with the " 

7. “Tools of Ld Trade.” Now Ready to Mail 
HOW TO make a Rubber Stamp 

8. (Specific procedure). Send Your Copy 
HOW TO mount a vulcanized Rubber 

9. Stamp. 5 ее 

10. pow TO make ''Special" Rubber COUPON 


$1. HOW TO cut plastic Matrix Board 
for the chase. 
HOW TO get the right price for the 
12. Rubber stamps you make, 
HOW TO price your complete Rub- 
13. ber Stamp Line, B 
14. HOW TO figure costs so you will be 
h sure of a substantial profit on all the 
work you turn out. 


15. HOW TO set up your workshop. 


HOW TO get the most out of War- 

16. ner’s “Eight Tested Sources for Get- NAME 
ting Business,” 
HOW TO operate at peak efficiency 

17. When YOU ARE YOUR OWN BOSS. | || ADDRESS 


18. HOW TO get started on a cash outlay 
so small that you can get back your 
entire investment inside of two weeks. 


15 $16 


RUBBER STAMP DIV., Dept. R-36-C 
1 1512 Jarvis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60626 
Please rush full particulars. Tell me about your less-than-bank-rate Credit 
Plan and about the little machine that can get me started in the profitable 


Rubber Stamp Business at home in spare time. Everything you mail me 
is FREE. No salesman will call. 


ELE 
ED D E НЕ GERE SO EA ONU CEN НЕЕ (Е GEM CNET ES UNES Е GUI Om ES RES 


EE TAKES UP 
ONLY 2 


^ 
WE HELP у SQUARE FEET 
FINANCE YOUR 


START IN BUSINESS OF SPACE 


@ Read the complete and fascinating Rubber Stamp- 
story in a big 110-page Book. Learn how we even 
help finance your start. The Book is profusely illus- 
trated with more than 100 pictures and photo- 
graphs. And you can read it for a full two weeks with- 
out risking a penny of your own money! 


NEW WARNER SUCCESS PLAN 


Tells How to Build —Step by Step — to 
Big Profits and Personal Independence 


Read This Plan for Two Weeks 
ENTIRELY AT MY RISK! 


In this amazing Plan you will find exact and detailed in- 
structions for starting a Home Business in spare time — 
without giving up your present job and without risking 
the loss of a single pay check. ‘The Warner Plan shows 
you—with pictures, photographs and drawings— just 
how to make Rubber Stamps just as good as those turned 
out by the big companies. 1t shows how to get orders 


without canvassing or house-to-house selling. It shows 


you how to expand, how to get others to work for you and how 
to be SURE of at least twice the money you make on your 
present job for a life of personal independence. 

But don't make any decision now. Read the Plan first —en- 
tirely at my risk. Then—after you have made a careful inves- 
tigation—after you have talked things over with your family— 
only then do you decide what you want to do. 

The thing to do now is to get full details which I'll send you 
FREE. Nosalesman willcalltourge you to buy anything. Mail 
coupon іодау---ог just send a postcard —and ГЛ see that com- 
plete information goes out to you by return mail — postpaid. 


RUBBER STAMP DIVISION, Dept. R-36-C 


1512 Jarvis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60626 


Send No Money 


ZIP 
CODE 
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Э FISH! 


Or Your Money Back! 


WS "Getzem'—fortified with new hor- 
mone attractant QUMOX—draws fish 
like a magnet to your bait, plug or fly. 


How would you like to catch more fish than you ever caught 
before in your life? You Can . . . thanks to a jealously 
guarded secret that professional fishermen have been using 
for years: Odor! Fish can’t resist the tantalizing aroma 
that means food. They head for it like you head for a steak. 
And that's how Getzem works! It's a highly concentrated 
aroma of the foods fish love. Squeeze a little on 
your bait, plug or fly. In seconds, fish begin 
getting whiffs and head for your bait! One 
application—just a few drops—is effective 
for 2 to 4 hours. One tube 
helps you catch dozens of 
fish. Order Getzem for the Ҹ 
type of fish you're after. fortified with 
These are listed below. It’s 

guaranteed. Order today. QUMOX 
$1.50 per tube. SAVE: Buy hormone 

3 for $3.95. attractant 


Norkin Laboratories E Dept. OFD-30N 
809 Wyandotte + Kansas City, Mo. 64105 
Г Norkin Laboratories, Dept. OFD-30N Tue 
| 809 Wyandotte, Kansas City, Mo. 64105 1 
Г Rush ............. tubes Getzem at $1.50 each (3 for J 
$3.95) indicated below. Postpaid except C.O.D.'s. 4 
OI от enclosing $ О Send C.O.D, | 

| — Том, mene Cotfish, — — Carp 
| z—9he Fresh Water Fish, oom Ice Fishing | 
Salmon, All other Salt Water Fish | 


| Name 


GU ies itid inest Stete............. а 


E ce a DNE tas ew set cs ae 


Й Does work of $85.00 welder 
yet costs only 18 
POST PAID 95 


f 
j AA Fits ordinary 110V outlet 
: 3 welding heats 


Weld, braze, solder or cut most anything made of metal. No experi- 
ence needed. Follow simple instructions. Uses standard №” rods 
to weld iron, steel, brass, bronze, aluminum, other metals. 3 welding 
heats . . . not just one as with other low priced models. New HEAVY 
DUTY circuit gives higher heat . . . 4 times the heat needed to 
melt toughest iron. More welding power than ever before. Comes 
complete with welder's mask, $2.00 pack of rods, flux, carbons, 
automatic arc striker, etc. NOTHING ELSE TO BUY. Approved for 
homes, garages, shops, factories. 10 day MONEY BACK trial. Guaran- 
teed against burnouts. Send $2.00 and pay $16.95 plus small C.0.D. 
when delivered, or send $18.95 cash, ck., М.О. for postpaid shipment. 
WEL-DEX MFG. CO. Dent. W-29, , Box 10776, Houston, Texas 77018 


HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA 


EARN A 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA 
IN YOUR OWN HOME! 


Prepare for a better job and 
.more pay. No classes. Certified 
teachers. Valuable diploma 
awarded. Send name, age, and 
highest grade completed for 
free details. Accredited Member 
National Home Study Council. 


No Salesman will call. 


SOUTHERN STATES ACADEMY 


5300 W. Bellfort, Dept. 9-C, Houston, Texas 77035 


MOVING? 


Please mail us your old and new 
address, include zip #, at least 
8 weeks in advance. For your old 
address, simply include the label 
which comes attached to your 
copy each month. Thank you. 
.Mail to: TRUE DETECTIVE, 205. 
East 42 Street, New York, N.Y. 
10017. 
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of this car?" the sheriff pressed. 

After considering the question for a 
few moments, Mrs. Rusch said she 
thought it was a black hardtop, although 
she didnt know what kind. She added 
that she thought the automobile was 
about 10 years old. 

The deputies arrived and Sheriff Nehls 
told them what he knew of the case. 
Deputy Henke was assigned to get Den- 
nis Irwine’s account of what he had 
seen and done. | 

Irwine said that аз he and Miss Nagle 
rode along Rusch Road, on their way to 
Watertown where Miss Nagle lives, they 


saw. another car’s headlights. They saw - 


it make a left turn into County Trunk 
Highway MM. . р 

Then, as they crossed the intersection 
and the other car had disappeared into 
the darkness, they spotted the body of 
the girl huddled in the ditch. Irwine 
slammed on the brakes, and backed his 
own car to the shoulder of the road 
opposite where the girl lay. The young 
couple got out and Irwine took a closer 
look. . 
When he was sure that the girl was 
dead, he hurried back to the car with his 
companion. They recalled having passed 
the Rusch home earlier and drove there 
to use the telephone to notify the police. 

He, too, said he had been unable to 
get the license number, but he believed 
it was a Wisconsin license. н 

“Can you describe the саг?” 

Irwine said he could give a general 
description. He said the car he had seen 
turn off onto Highway MM was a black, 
two-door Ford hardtop, about a 1959 or 
1960 model. At that time, however, the 
couple hadn’t yet discovered the body in 
the ditch and there was no reason to 
take the license number. | 

“Did you notice anything about the 
people in the car?" Sheriff Nehls asked. 
"How many there were, how old they 
were?" 

Irwine replied that he had seen only 
two people. He said that both were 
young men, possibly in their teens, and 
that both were in the front seat. 

Undoubtedly this was the car that 
Mrs. Rusch had seen. Had the girl been 
shot already? Were the two young men 
looking for a place to dispose of her 
body when they slowed down in front of 
the Rusch home? 

At that time of night there was not 
much traffic on Rusch Road and it 
seemed improbable that there had been 
two cars of the same general descrip- 
tion. But how were they to locate even 
the one car? 

After the grief-stricken parents had 
recovered from the first shock of the 
tragic news, they told Sheriff Nehls 
what they could of their daughter's 
movements. They said Angelia liked the 
dances and she had left early that eve- 
ning to go to the Youth Activities Cen- 
ter in the Municipal Building. 

The sheriff learned the names of the 
sponsors of the dance and drove at once 
to their homes, despite the late hour. 
They were in bed, but the news shocked 
them awake and they readily agreed to 
help in any way, possible to find out 
what had happened. 

They told Sheriff Nehls that the dance 
itself had been orderly. They said they 
were unable to name from memory all 
the teenagers who had attended, but that 
a register was kept. This showed the 
name of each youngster attending, as 
well as the time he or she had arrived. 

The sponsors accompanied Nehls to 
the Municipal Building, where the reg- 
ister was kept. It showed that Angelia 
Stevens had been there and that she had 


checked in early. It did not show what 
time she had left, or. whether she had 
stayed until the dance had ended. 

*Do you suppose some of these kids 
check in at the dance, then sneak away 
and go somewhere else?" Sheriff Nehls 
asked. 

The officials replied that was possible, 
but if it did happen, only a small num- 
ber of youngsters left because there was 
no noticeable diminishing of the atten- 
dance. If there had been, the sponsors 
would have launched an investigation. 

They said they had noticed that An- 
gelia was at the dance, but they were 
unable to say whether she had stayed 
through the entire program. But they 
suggested there were friends—they said 
Angelia was a very popular girl—who 
undoubtedly would be able to tell Sheriff 
Nehls when she had left and who had 
been with her at the time. 

The sponsors named one girl who had 
been a close friend of Angelia's and the 
deputies went to her home and got her 
out of bed. She said that Angelia had 
been at the dance through the evening 
and, she thought, until it ended at 10 
o'clock, But she didn't know if the girl 
had left alone or with someone. 


The girl was shown the list of those 
who had been in attendance and went 
through it carefully. She selected the 
names of about 20 persons who had 
been considered close friends of Angel- 
ia’s—boys and girls. Most of them had 
cars—especially the boys—that belonged 
to them or their parents. Any of the 20 
might have offered Angelia a ride home. 

In addition, the girl gave the deputies 
the names of Angelia’s teachers at 
Watertown High School. Even though 
some of the teachers had not attended 
the dance, the probers thought they 
might know something about Angelia 
and her relationship with boys that 
would help the sheriff in his investiga- 
tion. 

Although it meant getting them out of 
bed in the middle of the night, the teach- 
ers were questioned, one by one. They all 
told Sheriff Nehls and the deputies that 
Angelia had been well liked in school 
and that she had been an unusually 
friendly girl. They said it would have 
been quite unusual if Angelia had not 
had boy friends, but they were unable 
to supply names of any specific youth. 

This information would have to come 
from among Angelia’s 20 friends. Sher- 
iff Nehls called his deputies together 
and divided the names and addresses of 
the 20 boys and girls among them. It 
would be necessary to get them up and 
interrupt their sleep, but it couldn’t be 
helped. : 

“We want to talk to them while the 
events at the YAC dance are still fresh 
in their minds," he said. “I don't know 
how much they'll be able to help us, but 
we've got to try." f 

The parents of the teenagers contact- 
ed were the first victims of the deputies’ 
nocturnal calls. But when they had 
heard about the murder of Angelia, they 
called their offspring, who were jolted 
awake by the news of the murder. They 
all readily answered the questions asked 
by the sheriff’s deputies. 

“Т just can't believe 1!” said one 
shocked teenager, expressing the feel- 
ings that were repeated over and over 
by the youngsters the deputies interro- 
gated. 

The teenagers the deputies questioned 
readily admitted they were on friendly 
terms with Angelia and they all said they 
recalled her being at the YAC dance on 
Wednesday night. Most of the witnesses 
said they thought that Angelia had stayed 
until the end of the dance at 10 o'clock. 
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Hairpiece Style 225 


brown, brown, dark blonde, light blonde, рау postage. If not delighted, you can IMPERIAL FASHIONS Dept. EH-370 
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But as usual in such gatherings, in 
the crush and confusion of leaving, it 
had been difficult to keep track of any 
one person, and in those crowded mo- 
ments no one seemed to have noticed 
whether Angelia had left with a group, 
with a boy or girl, or alone. 


But the deputies didn't give up. From 


some of the teenagers they quizzed, they 
obtained the names of still others who 
had been special friends of Angelia. 
These also were questioned, although it 
meant rousing them from sound slumber. 

From the latter group, it was learned 
that one particular friend of Angelia's 
was Melvin Christian, 19. But it seemed 
hardly likely that she had been in a car 
with him. The young people explained 
that young Christian's left leg was in a 
cast as a result of an injury in an auto- 
mobile accident. Because of this he 
couldn't dance, and they didn't think he 
could drive. 

Eventually, the deputies found a teen- 
age girl who said she had seen Angelia 
getting into a car shortly after the 
dance ended. But it had been from a dis- 
tance, it had been dark, and she didn't 
know who was at the wheel of the car. 

Trying to identify the driver of the 
car, the deputies continued questioning 
other teenagers, asking each if he knew 
whose car Angelia had entered. 

They had no immediate luck, but they 
recalled what Sheriff Nehls had empha- 


sized—that the most important and . 


often the most fruitful time in pressing 
an investigation is the hours immedi- 
ately following discovery of a crime. 

They continued rousing youngsters 
out of bed and asking them questions. 
Finally they found a boy who said he 
had seen the girl walking towards Main 
Street with another boy. It was after 10 
o’clock, he said. Although the dance had 
ended promptly at 10 o’clock, many of 
І (Continued on page Т1) 
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High-quality, plano-convex lenses in stylish 
smoke-color frames magnify fine print, make 
it easier to do close, precision work. Metal 
hinges for long wear. Especially helpful for folks 
over 40 without eye disease or astigmatism who 
simply need magnifying lenses. Order on 30-day 
money-back trial. If not satisfied, return post- 
paid for full refund. An outstanding value at 
$3.98. State age, sex. Add 35c postage. 


NEL-KING PRODUCTS, INC. * Dept. OFD-30G 
811 Wyandotte St. • Kansas City, Mo. 64105 


69 


э- 


70 


eWorks with Lures or Live Bait! e With Any Spin- 
In Lakes, Ponds, Streams, Salt 
Water. e Praised by Fishing Pro's! e Great for 
Beginners, Wives, Children. e Catches 
Almost All Kinds of Fresh Water Game 


casting Reel! e 


and Pan Fish Plus Salt Water 
Fish! e Got Strikes After Same 
Lures Cast Before Failed! 


What The Press 
Reports on AUTOCAST 


Popular Science Reported: “АЁ last 
an automatic caster that eliminates 
hooking your fishing partner or losing 
your lure in overhanging limbs or in 
the middle of a back cast. Just set 
the distance on a scale and press a 
trigger. Autocast fires line and bait 
accurately up to 80 feet.” 

Newsweek Reported: ‘‘The trigger 
is tripped. Voom...the released 
spring catapults the line up to 80 
feet accurately under overhanging- 
limbs and brush, past tree stumps 
and other obstacles." 

American Legion Reported: "AUTO- 
CAST great for kids and beginners, 
for experienced anglers, possibly 
even for semi invalids.” р 

Argosy Magazine recommended AU- 
TOCAST and especially for youngsters. 

Parade Magazine Reported: "Even 
an inexperienced youngster in your 
family can- toss a line where he 
wants it after only a few minutes 
practice.” 

The Fort Worth Press Reported: 
“AUTOCAST looks like a bazooka — 
actually it casts a lure — it's a show 
stopper — wherever it's used a crowd 
always gathers.” 

The Pittsburgh Post Gazette Re- 
ported: “АЦТОСАЅТ a Bonanza for 
the lazy angler — an automatic cast- 
ing rod that needs no casting — 
just aim it, push a button and watch 
a lure shoot across the water to the 
spot — point the rod to your target 
and just push the trigger back. 
Sound Simple? It could put plugs or 
spinners under overhanging trees. It 
could place these more accurately 
in other situations than you or те,” 

The Angler's Digest Reported: 
"Easily pops a 14 oz. plug into a bucket 
three times out of four at 30 yards.” 


BLACK PLASTIC GRIP 


ROM WHITESBURG, TEN- 
NESSEE COMES NEWS of 
an amazing fish-catching rod. The 
world's most accurate lure caster 
— the astonishing fishing rod that 
shoots lures like a gun and is guar- 
anteed to catch more fish — catch 
bigger fish — catch fish when every- 
thing else fails — or it costs you 
nothing. 

A beautifully-made lure-casting in- 
strument that saves you years of cast- 
ing training — saves you the endless 
expense of buying high-cost rods, reels 
and more, and more lures designed to 
catch you instead of fish — lets you 
cover the water faster, find fish 
ee make your fishing trips more 

un, more exciting and lets you enjoy 
every minute you're fishing from dawn 
to dusk with more and bigger catches. 


An Engineer's Invention 


The secret is a scientific spring-ac- 
tion casting mechanism developed by 
a Tennessee Sportsman-Engineer. 
Called AUTOCAST this wonder-work- 
ing fishing gun is the result of years of 
testing the most effective way of au- 
tomatically casting lures to attract 
fish — and watching the fish react to 
each cast from underneath the water. 
From these studies came AUTOCAST 
the automatic caster that gets 
STRIKES when other casting methods 
with the same lures fail. AUTOCASTS 
are now used by fishermen in 28 
countries from the U.S. to Australia. 

From all over come reports of rec- 
ord-making catches — of fish STRIK- 
ING where the same lures cast before 
by other rods nearby failed — of the 
sureness, the simplicity — the effec- 
tiveness of this miracle fish-catching 
rod. Now at last you can catch almost 
every kind of fresh water game fish 
as well as salt water fish — and never 
spend an extra cent for super-expen- 
sive lures, baits, reels or rods. You 
can do away with back casts, end 
embarrassment casting from crowded 
boats, piers and canopies. You can 


Medical World News 
considered AUTO- 
CAST so relaxing for 
; doctors they reported 
on it in detail, 


REEL SEAT 


GUARANTEED 
TO CATCH FISH 
—OR NO COST 


WHAT ROD DOES FOR YOU 


W Catch More Kinds of Fish , 
и Find Fish Faster! Outcast, Out- 
fish, Out Catch Your Fishing Pals 
и End Casting Embarrassment From 
Crowded Boats, Piers, Canopies 
m Catch Bigger Fish m Catch More Fish 


AMAZING AUTOCAST 


The Fishing Gun That Shoots Lures Up to 80 Feet = WITH DEADLY PRECISION. 


FIRING NOTCHES 


ALUMINUM 
PLUNGER 


FIRING SPRING 


AUTOCAST casts any lure or live bait 14 oz. to 1 oz. or 
even weighted ultra light lures or flies quickly, safely, accurately 
— from crowded boats or docks. 

Space age rod makes kids eager to practice and beginners 
become experts in minutes. 

48" long. Retracts to 38" when cocked. Weighs just over a 
Ib. with reel & 200 yds. of line (reel & line not incl. in price). 


cast from boat or shore with equal 
sureness. You can safely cast in thick- 
est weeds, or deep brush, heaviest 
Shore line Shrubbery. You can go after 
— and come back with large mouth 
bass, pike, pickerel, perch, bream, 
trout, walleye, salmon, red tuna, 
striped bass, blue fish, weak fish and 
do it time and again without any pre- 
vious experience. 


Fish just can't 
resist AUTOCAST 
when it propels a 
favorite bait or lure 
into their favorite 
lolling spot. 


Marvel of Design 
AUTOCAST is not a gadget or toy. 
It is a precision-casting instrument 
constructed of plastic and steel and 
created by a machine-tool engineer. 
It's the first new idea in fishing rods 
in 20 years. It combines astonishing 
simplicity with deadly accuracy and is 
the world's most accurate caster. It 
works better than any casting method. 
There's no back lash, no back swing 
problems, no line twist. It works with 
lures or live bait, with any standard 
spinning reel, in any water or any 
kind of, fresh water sport and pan fish 
and many kinds of salt water fish. 


AMAZING TRIAL OFFER 


No longer do you have to come 
home empty handed from your fishing 


MAIL AMAZING 


—— TRIGGER 
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RECOIL 
ABSORBING 
SPRING ' 


QA ME GUIDES ` 


PLASTIC CUP. 
BARREL 


trips. Try Amazing AUTOCAST ~ · 
the fishing rod that shoots like a gun 
— without risking a penny. ; 

All you do is mail the no-risk trial 
coupon below. When you receive your 
AUTOCAST rod, use anywhere you 
like — to prove its fantastic fish- 
catching powers. 

See for yourself how AUTOCAST 
works with any standard spin-casting 
reel, with any lure or live бай 1⁄4 to 4, 
in any water, or whatever kind of fish. 
See how easily it casts — how it re- 
trieves through the water — how it 
works in weeds, brush, tree—lined 
shores, from crowded boats, piers and 
canopies. 

Use AUTOCAST to catch bass, 
trout, perch, pickerel, pike, walleyes — 
any sport or pan fish you like to catch. 

Let your children and friends fish 
with AUTOCAST. Put AUTOCAST 
to every test. If you don’t agree it’s 
the finest rod you’ve ever used and 
the world’s most deadly accurate caster 
— if it doesn’t catch more fish and 
bigger fish, you have used it entirely 
free. It won't cost you a penny. 


AUTOCAST production is limited 

To get your AUTOCAST rod now, 
mail Amazing Trial Coupon below. 
Supplies are still very limited. Order 
now to be sure you'll have your AU- 
TOCAST in time for your next fishing 
trip. Only if you act now can we 
guarantee to fill your order immedi- 
ately. And if you do we'll include 
AUTOCAST fishing tips that can jump 
your catches. Don't delay. Mail No- 
Risk trial coupon today. 


Each AUTOCAST rod is sent 
You With Full Money Back Guarantee 


Thousands of AUTOCAST rods 
Now Catching Fish Throughout The 
World. 

© 1970 by Greenland Studios, Inc. 


TRIAL COUPON = =" 


GIFT HOUSE, Dept. 3125, 4500 N.W. 135th St., Miami, Fla. 33054 


Please ship precision plastic and steel AUTOCAST rod on AMAZING 
TRIAL OFFER: If AUTOCAST does not catch more fish — bigger 
fish — and make fishing more fun — if AUTOCAST is not the greatest 
fish catcher I've ever used you will refund my money immediately. 


$10.95 PAYMENT ENCLOSED. Ship AUTOCAST rod #6924, | 


postpaid! I save all C.O.D. charges. (Money Back Guarantee on each rod) 


postman $8.95 plus C.O.D. postage. 
AUTOCAST rod) 
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STATE 
SPECIAL OFFER — TWO AUTOCASTS BOTH FOR $19.95 


$2.00 GOOD FAITH DEPOSIT enclosed. Ship C.O.D. I will pay 


(Money Back Guarantee on each 
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still learning! 


APPROVED FOR VETERANS 


Coast-to-Coast Shortage of Trained Draffsmen 
Opens Thousands Big Salary Jobs for Beginners! 
Now you can take your pick of thousands of big 
salary jobs open to Draftsmen (see "help 
wanted” sections of metropolitan newspapers). 
Huge nationwide demand ...U.S. Dept. of Labor 
reports “42% more Draftsmen needed in next 10 
years— not enough applicants to fill drafting jobs 
available now!” Our easy “Quick-Learn” Meth- 
od has helped hundreds toward good income, se- 
curity and prestige as Draftsmen. Why not you? 


YOU NEED NO DRAWING SKILL...NO TECHNICAL ABILITY 


NASD’s staff of Professional Draftsmen guide you step-by- 
step. With our spare time home-study plan you work on ac- 
tual projects. Makes learning fun — easy to remember, too. 
Many graduates have succeeded with only grade school 
training. Others report good earnings drafting part time while. 


*. When you train at home with NASD for a 


HIGH PAY JOB IN DRAFTING! 


RUSH COUPON FOR FREE KIT... 
Mail coupon today for FREE ‘‘DRAFTING CAREER KIT,” 
Sample Lesson, Drafting Aptitude Test including intrigu- 
ing new 5-Way Drafting Instrument & 20-page Book 
*'Your Future in Drafting’’ — jam-packed with revealing 
facts on your opportunities to win top pay and job se- 
curity in Drafting. No salesman will call. Everything © 
sent FREE and WITHOUT OBLIGATION. Write today! 
BAESENBUNGRNERUSSGUSBSRENBEEUSNEBESBUSBOUP"EMNRENNBAN 
« North American School of Drafting, Dept. 1563 
t 4500 Campus Dr., University Plaza, Newpert, Calif. 92660 
u Rush ‘DRAFTING CAREER KIT", including Book, 
Sampie Lesson, Aptitude Test & Drafting Instrument — 
ALL FREE! No salesman will call. G.1. Approved. 
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“Му first position after com- 
pleting your course jumped my 
income from $350 to $820 per 
month.” — 6. М. , Tenn. 


Big Promotion! 


| was promoted from the pro- 
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and got a good pay raise."'— 
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(Continued from page 69) 
the youngsters had stayed on a few min- 
utes to chat. 

"Who was this boy she was with?" 
Sheriff Nehls asked. 

The informant named a 16-year-old 
youth whose address was on file at the 
Youth Center. Deputies immediately 
went to see him and he readily admitted 
that he had walked towards Main Street 
with Angelia. He said they got in a car 
with Melvin Christian at the wheel. 

"I thought he couldn't drive because 
of a broken leg?" said Deputy Dye. 

The boy said it was Christian's left 
leg that was in a cast and that he could 
drive well enough with his right foot to 
operate the gas pedal and the brake. 

“Was Christian at the dance?" 

The teenager replied that Christian 
had been there, but only as a spectator. 
His main purpose, apparently, was to 
wait until the dance was over so that he 
could pick up Angelia Stevens. 

The youth added that there were two 
other 16-year-old boys in the car with 
Christian when he and Angelia got in. 
He named the other boys. He said that 
Christian had dropped him off at home 
at 10:40 and he understood one of the 
other boys was to be taken home, too. 

The other teenager's address was ob- 
tained from the roster of the youth cen- 
ter and deputies drove out and talked to 
him. His account was substantially the 
same as the other boy's. He said he had 
been dropped off at home a few minutes 
after the other youth. When he got out 
of the car, Angelia was still in it with 
Christian and a 16-year-old. He said the 
car was headed out Rusch Road, away 
from Watertown. 

Asked to estimate the time, the teen- 
ager said it was about 11:15 when he 
got out of the car. This was about 15 
(Continued. on page 72) 
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Now! Life Insurance 
First 30 Days 

CASH FOR YOUR FINAL EXPENSES. 

questions on a plain piece of paper and 

covered after 2 years, suicide after one 

examination. NEW LOW RATES, 

1. Print full name and address. 

4. Occupation, kind of work? 


LÀ 
Birth to Age 80 
ONLY 25e 

AVOID BEING A BURDEN TO YOUR FAMILY 
mail with only 25е for 30 days’ protec- 
year. Regular rate shown on policy. 

Ages Amount Ages Amount 
2. Date of birth? 
4a Name and address of employer 


$ OR MORE! 

Per Policy 
Introductory Offer. Answer these 9 

tion. Death due to pre-existing illness 

Amounts usually issued without doctor 
Oto 80 $1000 15ю 60 $2500 

3. Height? 3a. Weight? 

5. RaceandSex? (For identification). 


6. Beneficiary and relationship to you? 

7. To your knowledge have you had heart, 
lung, diabetes, cancer, or chronic disease? 
Are you deformed, lost a hand, foot, eye, 
or ever rejected for insurance? 

8. State condition of your health. 

9. Amount desired, and sign your name. 


NO AGENT WILL CALL — 
Actual policy will be mailed you direct 
from Home Office. You be the judge. 
Mail to: 227 S. B. Hunt, Chairman 
AMERICAN LIFE & ACCIDENT INSURANCE co. 
227 American Life Bldg., St. Louis, Mo. 63108 


RUPTURE дсому 


REDUCIBLE 


Removed (or trial 
COSTS YOU NOTHING) 

WHEN you slip into a 
low-cost, contour-designed 
Brooks Patented Air Cush- 
ion Appliance! Your re- 
ducible rupture will be held 
in securely yet gently—or | 
the trial costs you nothing! This invention 
has made millions of sufferers happy. You 
can enjoy heavenly comfort night and day at 
work and play—or the Appliance costs you 
NOTHING. Isn’t this worth a no-risk trial by 
you? If interested, write for free facts now. 
BROOKS CO., Box 339-H, Marshall, Mich.49068 


COMPLETE SPECIAL 
INVESTIGATOR KIT 


* Badge * Carrying Case, 15 
ж Special i. D. Card ouv 3 
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Draw 
the Pirate 
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Draw him in pencil, any size (except 
one that would look like tracing). If 
your drawing is chosen contest. win- 
ner, you'll get a complete course in all 
fields of commercial art, taught by one 
of America's leading home study art 
schools — Art Instruction Schools. 


Every qualified entrant gets a free pro- 
fessional estimate of talent. 


Imagine: personal attention from pro- 
fessional commercial artists in the 
fields of advertising art, illustrating, 
cartooning and painting, to help you 
develop your talent! 


Entries for the contest must be in 
before March 31, 1970. Amateurs only. 
Our students not eligible. None can 
be returned. Mail your drawing today! 
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minutes before Mrs. Rusch had looked 
out and had seen a car slowing almost 
to a stop in front of her house. 

The youth was asked to describe 
Christian’s car and he said it was a 1959 
two-door black Ford hardtop. The boy 
also told Deputy Dye that he had seen a 
gun in the possession of the boy with 
Christiap. 

"What kind was it?" Deputy Dye 
asked 

The youth said it was a .22 caliber 
Winchester bolt action single shot rifle. 
He said the barrel had been sawed off so 
that it was about 12 inches long. He said 
he knew that it belonged to Melvin 
Christian. 

Asked if Christian went to school, the 
youth said that he was a dropout. 

The addresses of Christian and the 
16-year-old were obtained for future 
use. 

Meanwhile, Dr. Richards had com- 
pleted the autopsy and reported to Sher- 
iff Nehls. The pathologist said the young 
girl had died of three gunshot wounds 
in the head. Two of them had been fired 
at very close range—either with the gun 
pressing against her head or no more 
than one inch away. This was indicated 
by powder burns. 

Dr. Richards said there was no evi- 
dence that the girl had been sexually 
attacked, although an attempted sex at- 
tack that she resisted possibly had trig- 
gered the shooting. The pathologist said 
he had removed several bullet fragments 
during the autopsy and that he would 
bring them to the sheriff. 

At the ditch where the body was 
found, Officer Schmidt and Deputy Trejo 
had searched for anything that could be 
considered as clues or evidence, But in 
the darkness they found nothing. They 
did take samples of the blood in the 
ditch and preserved them as evidence. 


FOR CEREBRAL PALSY: 


RESEARCH - 


JOIN 
the 53 Minute March 
United Cerebral Palsy 


As soon as the new day dawned and 
they could work by daylight, the two 
officers began another minute search. 
This time their luck was better. They 
found two .22 caliber shell casings in 
the ditch. They searched for more cas- 
ings and other evidence, but further ef- 
forts were fruitless. 

They delivered the shell casings to 
Sheriff Nehls about the time Dr. Rich- 
ards arrived with the bullet fragments. 
These were given to a deputy, who de- 
livered them to the Wisconsin State 
Crime Laboratory in Madison in less 
than half an hour. Ballistics technicians 
there had been alerted and were waiting. 

A few minutes later, they phoned a 
preliminary report to Sheriff Nehls. 
They said the evidence indicated there 
were fragments of three .22 caliber bul- 
lets. Because of the fragmentation, it 
would be impossible to match them up 
with a gun, if one were found. However, 
they said it would be possible to deter- 
mine whether a certain gun had fired 
the shell casings. 

Sheriff Nehls decided he had enough 
About six o’clock, approxi- 
mately six hours after the sheriff and 
his deputies had started working on the 
case, Melvin Christian and the 16-year- 
old were taken into custody. 

Both denied having shot the girl, but 


Sheriff Nehls said both admitted she 
had been killed with Christian’s gun, 
which they said had been thrown into 
the Rock River. 

Since the gun probably would be the 
decisive evidence in the case, the sheriff 
launched an intensive search for the 
weapon. Some of the sheriff's deputies, 
aided by skin divers from a local club, 
began plunging into the chilly depths of 
the Rock River. They found nothing. 

Melvin Christian was charged with 
the first-degree murder of Angelia Ste- 
vens and was taken to the Dodge County 
jail іа Juneau. Walking on crutches, 
Christian appeared before Dodge County 
Judge Clarence Traeger on Tuesday, 
March 25th. 

He pleaded not guilty and Judge 
Traeger scheduled a preliminary hear- 
ing for Thursday, April 3rd, and fixed 
his bail at $50,000. He was unable to 
post it and was held in the county jail. 

Although no charge had been filed 
against him, the younger boy was held 
in the county jail in Juneau. District 
Attorney John Kaiser said that a juve- 
nile detention petition was signed by 
Dodge County Juvenile Judge Joseph 
Schultz. 

Judge Schultz was asked to waive the 
16-year-old's rights as a juvenile so that 
he could be tried as an adult. After 
some deliberation, Judge Schultz grant- 
ed the request and the boy was charged 
with first-degree murder. A Beaver Dam 
attorney was appointed to represent 


‘him, 


An agreement was reached between 
the district attorney, the defense attor- 
ney and Christian’s parents and on 
April 13, Judge Traeger ordered him 
to the Central State Hospital at Waupun 
for 60 days to undergo mental exami- 
nations. 

Meanwhile, the skin divers doggedly 
continued their chilly search for the gun 
and finally under the Cady Street 
bridge, they found it. It was the sawed- 
off Winchester described by one of the 
boys who had ridden with Christian on 
the fatal night. Ballistics tests showed 
that it was the weapon from which the 
shell casings had been ejected. 

The tests undergone at the Waupun 
hospital showed that Christian was cap- 
able of cooperating with his attorney in 
his own defense and he was returned to 
Juneau. 

Christian’s companion was scheduled 


. to go to trial on the murder charge on 


July 9th. On July 3rd, his attorney 
asked Judge Gergen to set the order 
aside. Judge Gergen refused and or- 
dered the trial to proceed on Wednes- 
day, July 9th. 

The trial lasted four days. On Friday, 
July 11th, the youth on trial testified in 
his own defense that it was Christian 
who fired the shots and killed Angelia 
Stevens. The next day, in rebuttal, 
Christian testified that it was the boy 
on trial who fired the shots. 

But the jury apparently didn't believe 
Christian. Early Sunday, July 13th, 
they returned a verdict of not guilty. 
The boy was freed. 

The next day, Monday, July 14th, 
Melvin Christian appeared before Judge 
Gergen for a preliminary hearing. After 
the evidence, including the gun, was 
presented, he was bound over for trial 
on October 10th. 

On that day he appeared before Judge 
Gergen and pleaded guilty to second- 
degree murder. Judge Gergen accepted 
this plea and immediately sentenced 
Christian to an indeterminate term in 
prison, but not less than 20 years. As 
this was written, Christian was in the 
State penitentiary in Waupun, serving 
his sentence. 
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(Continued from page 15) 


On December 10th Pegram was 
brought before Sarpy County Judge 
Orville Entenman at Papillion, Nebraska, 
from the penitentiary. The oldfashioned 
courthouse was under heavy guard as 
the handcuffed prisoner, wearing spec- 
tacles, was brought in. 

Deputy Sheriffs and four state troop- 
ers guarded the doors as Sarpy County 
Sheriff Richard D. Whitted unlocked 
Pegram’s handcuffs after he was seated 
in the courtroom. 

Judge Entenman asked Pegram if he 
had an attorney. The suspect replied by 
nodding his head in the negative. When 
asked if he wanted a lawyer, Pegram 
nodded his head again, this time indi- 
cating that he did want an attorney. 
Pegram then indicated he was unable 
to sign an affadavit requesting a court- 
appointed attorney because his head 
wound had affected the use of his right 
hand. 

His bond was set at $50,000 and when 
Pegram indicated he had no way of rais- 
ing it, he was returned to the peniten- 
tiary to await future court action. 

Law enforcement officers were deeply 
interested in the telephone call that 
Pegram was making when he was 
spotted in the public telephone booth. 
reasoning that he might have been at- 
tempting to contact confederates regard- 
ing another bank burglary attempt in 
the area. 

Paul Young, agent in charge of the 
FBI office in Omaha. said that William 
Clubb, the known associate of Pegram, 
might still be in the area and urged 
that anyone seeing him contact the of- 
fice or local authorities. He said that 
Clubb should be considered extremely 
dangerous. *99 
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Guns for Grass 


(Continued from page 28) 


“Yeah, but they said they weren’t ready 
yet to start supplying us with heroin and 
other hard stuff,” replied Detective Frat- 
tarola's stoolie. "They did agree to come 
up with at least a kilo of marijuana." 

“Good,” interrupted Chief McLaughlin. 
“We'll give you $25 in marked money to 
pay for the stuff you’ve already bought, 
and enough more to cover the cost of the 
wholesale buy you’ll make tomorrow.” 

“Marked money?” their informant re- 
peated doubtfully. “What happens to me 
if they examine the bills and find the 
markings?” 

McLaughlin explained that they would 
not actually mark the bills. Instead, the 
serial number of each bill would be listed, 
and police witnesses would subsequently 
swear in court that any of those bills 
admitted as evidence bore recorded serial 
numbers. 

Then came the surprise for which none 
of those present had been prepared: 

“They won’t take money for the whole- 
sale lot I told ’em I wanted to pick up 
tomorrow,” their informant said flatly. 
“They want guns! They said they could 
bring me at least a kilo of pot, but only if 
I'd deliver five handguns to them at the 
time they gave me the stuff.” 

“Guhs?” McLaughlin and Jackson 
echoed simultaneously. “Did they tell you 
why they wanted them?” 

“No, but it’s my guess that they suspect 
I might be working with the police,” the 
informant replied tremblingly. “They 
probably reason that the cops would nev- 
er risk arming them with deadly weapons, 
and this is their way of testing me.” 

“Which means that if you can’t produce 
the firearms, they won’t produce the kilo 
of marijuana tomorrow and any possibil- 
ity of making a deal for hard stuff in the 
future goes out the window?” 

The stoolie nodded in agreement, add- 
ing that it might also mean №5 life 
wouldn't be worth a plugged nickle if he 
failed to meet those terms. 

Once more there was a hurried con- 
ference between Chief McLaughlin and 
Sheriff McMahon. Although both veteran 
law enforcement officers recognized the 
danger of handing over firearms to sus- 
pected narcotics dealers, they realized 
that to do anything else might well put 
an end to their hopes of frustrating a plot 
to flood the country with heroin and other 
dangerous drugs. 

After weighing the possible results of 
one risk against the other, McLaughlin 
and MeMahon arrived at the agonizing 
decision which, both realized, might well 
determine their personal futures both po- 
litically and as law enforcement officials: 

They would supply Detective’ Fratta- 
rola's informant with the deadly weapons 
demanded by his underworld contacts— 
but not let any of the men to whom those 
weapons were given to out of their sight 
for a single moment until they were un- 
der arrest and the guns recovered. 

Both officers, of course, realized that 
their decision meant there would be no 
Chance now of getting the suspects on 
charges of sale or possession of heroin or 
other hard narcotics. Chief McLaughlin 
later told this writer: 

"But we were confident that we'd at 
least be able to stop them from introduc- 


ing these addictive drugs into our schools, _ 


if that actually was their plan. And we 
hoped that their arrest and prosecution 
would serve as a warning to others who 
might have similar plans." 

After advising their men of the decision 
they had reached, Chief McLaughlin and 


Sheriff McMahon made plans to spirit 
their informant out of the region as soon 
as he had completed his part in the 
roundup of the suspects. Within 48 hours, 
he would be taken under guard to a 
hideout in New England where he would 
remain until his underworld associates 
were tried and convicted. 

At 10:15 next morning, the same group 
of officers met again at Chief McLaugh- 
lin's home. After reviewing their earlier 
decision, all agreed to make one more at- 
tempt to have the sheriffs investigators, 
posing as would-be drug distributors, 
make personal contact with the suspects. 

At 10:30, Detective Frattarola's infor- 
mant phoned the Dobbs Ferry number. 
When Parlante answered, he was told 
that arrangements had been made to turn 
over the guns that had been requested— 
but only if he was willing to talk person- 
ally with one of the potential distributors 
who was to supply the weapons. Mean- 
while, more marijuana was wanted im- 
mediately. 

Turning back to the officers gathered 
about him after ringing off, the informant 
reported that Parlante had agreed to meet 
him and one of his three “distributors” 
at the former's Dobbs Ferry home. They 
were to be at the house, on North Broad- 
way, in exactly one hour, he said. At that 
time, Parlante would deliver 25 "nickel 
bags" of pot in exchange for $80 in cash 
if payment of the $25 for the previous 
night's sale was forthcoming. 

Within minutes, Investigators Conklin 
and Gale were on their way to Dobbs 
Ferry, where they would brief Chief of 
Police Edward D. Doyle and Detective 
Robert Cunningham on what had taken 
place during the past 24 hours. Mean- 
while, Senior Investigator Jackson was 
supplied with $105 in bank notes whose 
serial numbers had been listed, and 
instructed to accompany their informant 
to the Dobbs Ferry address in an un- 
marked 1955 Ford sedan which had been 
borrowed from a local dealer. 


What happened during the next hour 
and a half is related in a report submitted 
by Investigators Conklin and Gale ... 

Arriving at a public school on the west 
side of North Broadway 100 yards from 
the Dobbs Ferry-Hastings-on-Hudson 
town line at 11:15 am., the two country 
detectives took up positions from which 
they could keep the two-story frame 
house directly across the street in con- 
stant view. Nearby, concealed behind the 
curtains of another school window, were 
Chief Doyle and Detective Cunningham. 

Fifteen minutes later, a woman arrived 
at the house across the street in a Ply- 
mouth sedan, alighted and entered with 
groceries in paper bags. A few minutes 
after that, a distinguished looking man of 
middle age walked from the house to a 
bus stop on the corner, where he met a 
small boy who alit from a passing school 
bus. Together they returned to the house. 

Parked in one of the two garages be- 
neath the gray-shingled living quarters 
of the two-story building, officers using 
binoculars could see a blue Cadillac—the 
same car which they believed had been 
used in the delivery of the first mari- 
juana purchase the day before. 

At 11:36, the 1955 Ford in which the 
informant and Investigator Jackson had 
left Chief McLaughlin’s home an hour 
before pulled up and stopped in front 


of the house across the street. Its occu- ` 


pants alighted and went toward the 


“open door of the garage housing the 


blue Cadillac. A man whom the watch- 
ing officers recognized as 26-year-old 
Nick Parlante came from the house, 
joined them inside the garage, and the 
door behind him was closed. 


Five minutes later, all three emerged. 
Parlante went back to the house. In- 
vestigator Jackson, carrying a brown 
paper bag in which there were 25 en- 
velopes of marijuana, got into the blue 
Ford behind the driver’s wheel. The in- 
formant climbed in next to him. They 
backed from their parking place, turned 
and headed back toward the Cross- 
County Expressway, leading to Rye and 
other communities along the northern 
Shore of Long Island Sound. 

Back at their meeting place in the 
basement play-room of Chief McLaugh- 
lin's home, Investigator Jackson report- 
ed to the others who rejoined him that: 

—Parlante, still suspicious and reluc- 
tant to discuss the sale of drugs other 
than marijuana, had nonetheless agreed 
to deliver an additional kilogram 
(2.2046 pounds) of grass late on the 
same day. But he insisted that he be 
paid for this merchandise in firearms. 
Until that was done, there would be no 
further sales. 

—Delivery of the guns was to be made 
at a rooming house over a bar on Purdy 
Avenue in Rye at eight o'clock that same 
Tuesday night. At this meeting, it was 
stipulated, Parlante would be present 
with his partner, and Jackson (who 
had been introduced to the young mari- 
juana dealer by their informant as 
"Hay,") would bring the other two pros- 
pective distributors, “Brian” and “Duck,” 
whom he would leave outside until the 
transaction was actually completed. 

—Jackson was also to bring the five 
pistols, in a leather briefcase which 
would be handed over when the kilo of 
marijuana would be given him. 

—After the guns were safely in the 
hands of the men who would deliver the 
brick of marijuana, the other “distrib- 
utors" would be called in and arrange- 
ments for the distribution and other 
hard narcoties could then be discussed. 
Meanwhile, either Parlante or his com- 
panion would have left. with the fire- 
arms. 

After reporting to Chief McLaughlin 
and Sheriff McMahon on his meeting 
with the suspect, Jackson was supplied 
with a brief case containing five unload- 
ed .32- and .38-caliber revolvers. Then, 
accompanied by Chief McLaughlin and 
Lieutenant Balls, the sheriff's investiga- 
tor went on to the rooming house over 
the Purdy Avenue bar where the meet- 
ing for that night was scheduled. 

Advised that two strangers to whom 
he had rented Room 3 earlier in the 
week were planning to use his premises 
for illegal purposes, the operator of the 
rooming house agreed to give the author- 
ities his full cooperation in their efforts 
to trap the culprits in the act of making 
a wholesale delivery. A key to Room 8— 
adjoining that in which Jackson was 
scheduled to meet Parlante and his part- 
ner that night—was then turned over 
to Chief McLaughlin by the rooming 
house operator. Listening devices were 
installed, and all the officers left the 
place. It was then nearly 5 p.m. 

‘Less than three hours later, the Rye 
chief of police, accompanied by Lieuten- 
ant Balls and Investigator Wall, sta- 
tioned themselves in Room 8 above the 
bar on Purdy Avenue. Outside the build- 
ing were Investigators Gale and Conk- 
lin, at observation posts from which 
they could observe anyone entering or 
leaving the building. 

At 7:45, Senior Investigator Jackson 
and the two officers posing as "Brian" 
and "Duck" pulled up in front of the 
bar and Jackson alighted before the 
others drove on to an adjoining parking 
lot and turned off the car motor. Jack- 
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son went on up to the rooms occupying 
the second floor of the building, knocked 
at door Number 3, and was admitted 
by Parlante. 

Inside, Jackson was introduced to 
Parlante’s partner, Joseph Trocchio, the 
Bronx man to whom the blue Cadillac 
that had been under observation for the 
past 48 hours was registered. 

“Did you bring the guns?” Jackson 
was asked. 

Tossing his brown leather briefcase 
on a double bed at the far side of the 
room, Jackson handed Parlante a small 
key and told him to look for himself. 
Parlante went over to the bed, opened 
the brief case and glanced inside. Seem- 
ingly satisfied, he turned to his com- 
panion and said crisply, “Get the Ki 
(kilo), Joe." 

Trocchio left the room. From the 
street outside, Investigators Gale and 
Conklin saw him descend the staircase 
at the side of the building, and go on to 
the 1963 Blue Thunderbird sports car in 
which he and Parlante had arrived. 

Taking a brown paper bag from be- 
neath the front seat of the sports car, 
the suspect then returned to the second 
floor of the Purdy Avenue building. 

A moment after he reentered the room 
where Investigator Jackson waited, 
Chief McLaughlin and other officers who 
had been watching and listening to the 
suspects every movement and word 
pushed their way in behind him. 

Advised that they were under arrest 
for possession of the kilo of marijuana 
found inside the brown paper bag, Par- 
lante and Trocchio were taken on to Rye 
Police Headquarters where they were 
booked on nine charges, ranging from 
sale and possesion of dangerous drugs 
to illegal possession of firearms. 

A search of the late-model Thunder- 
(Continued on page 77) 
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102 BRITISH COLONIALS 
+23 GREAT BRITAIN 24 € 


Valuable "export parcel" in- 
e 


cludes Gt. Britain 1841 Queen 
Victoria imperforate (3rd 
stamp ever issued). Range of 
G. B. issues of 6 monarchs | x 
with high value 2/6, 5/-Queen he 
Elizabeth. PLUS 102 different 
Br. Colonials. World War | 
“Tax,” 60 yr. old Cape of Good 
Hope, many others. Total 125 
different stamps, regularly 
$1.54, yours for only 244 to 
introduce bargain overseas 
approvats. 

Send 24e in unusued U.S. Stamps. 
(No coins.) Ask for Lot YG-9. 


BROADWAY APPROVALS, LTD. от 


size portraits of 
Kings & Queens 
of England since 
William the Con- 
queror. 


50 Denmark Hill 
don, S.E. 5, England 


ACLE TOMATO 
Ma BUSHELS 
To a Vine 


Now—You can grow the world’s most 
amazing Tomato right in your own 
garden and get from 2 to 3 bushels of 
delicious ripe tomatoes from a vine. 


BURGESS CLIMBING 


Чар. EROP 


b TOMATO grows 16 to 20 ft. high with 
huge fruit weighing as much as 2 
pounds and measuring 6 in. across. Fine, 


D meaty, solid tomatoes, wonderful 
ing. Outyields all other known varie- 
ties. Grows any place. 

Regular 50£ Pkt. only 10: 
3 for 25¢ (Limit 3 Pkts.) 
alog listing unusual Seeds and Plants. 
A Burgess Seed & Plant Co., Dept. C-18 


flavor. Unexcelled for canning and slic- 
SPECIAL OFFER 

M FREE: BURGESS Garden Guide Cat- 

P.O. Box 2000, Galesburg, Mich. 49053 


| 
| p" 


INSTANT PROTECTION 


INSTANT PROTECTION. Protect yourself from attack 
with onGUARD. Concealed in the style of an ordin- 
бгу pen. onGUARD fires a chemical at attackers, 
fenders them helpless like tear gos, for at least 30 
minutes. Use with confidence whenever you feel 
you're in danger. Have one by bedside, in purse ог 
pocket, handy to use whenever threatened by man 
or beast. Accurate to 15 feet. 


Contains 50 “shots”, 10-day money-back guar- 
antee. Not sold to minors. No permit needed. 
Only $1.98. 3 for $5. (Add 25c for pst. & hdlg.) 


AMERICAN CIRCLE CORP., Dept. 18-C 
© 1968 Box 535, Westbury, N.Y. 11590 


The Fish Lure Guaranteed to Catch Fish...or it costs you nothing! 


WORKS WHERE 
OTHER LURES FAIL! 


EMILE PLANES 


By EMILE PLANES 
(AS TOLD TO PAUL STAG) 


Н“ is how I catch more fish than 
I ever caught in my life before 
... More fish than I ever dreamed of 
— and BIGGER fish than I ever sus- 
pected possible. Here is how you can 
catch bass, pike, perch, bream, trout, 
salmon, crappie, pickerel, walleyes and 
many, many other kinds of fresh water 
game and pan fish plus many salt 
water fish... the same way I do. 

` Since I invented my fishing lure, I 
catch so many fish, such BIG fish, and 
catch them so FAST, people gather to 
watch me. I've been followed FOUR 
TIMES in ONE day by a fish -warden 
to find out if my methods are legal. 
But my entire secret is my fishing lure 
that’s GUARANTEED to CATCH 
FISH — or it costs you nothing. Yes, 
GUARANTEED to catch fish even 
when other lures or even live bait 
fails or no cost. 

My lure works in lakes, ponds, 
streams, salt water, saves you time, 
work, money and disappointment, is 
ideal for amateurs, experts, trollers, 
casters, shore fishermen. My lure 
catches fish differently from anything 
you've ever seen before in fresh and 
salt water. Even veteran U. S. fishing 
guides have been surprised at its as- 
tonishing catches. And the French 
government itself has certified my lure 
by actual patent as UNIQUE. 


An Underwater Discovery 


I am a Frenchman, a science teacher, 
a skin diver and I have fished all my 
life. For years I have studied fish 
underwater - WHILE FISHERMEN 
ABOVE WATER were trying to catch 
them. What I discovered changed 
every idea I ever had about fishing 
and fish lures. 


ACTUAL PHOTOS LIKE THESE PROVE VIVIF CATCHES FISH 
LIKE CRAZY ... OVER 3,000,000 SOLD WORLD WIDE! 


What It Does For You! 
Catches More Fish 


€ Catches Almost AII Kinds of Fish 

€ Saves You Money on Other Plugs, Bait 
and Lures 

€ Saves You Work of Catching Minnows 

€ Catches the Fish that Won't Bite on 

Worms, Bugs, Plugs, Spoons, Canned 

Bait, Flies, Cut Bait or Spinners! 


Lures Can Frighten Fish Away 


I watched UNDERWATER exactly 
how fish reacted to every lure, live 
bait. every fishing maneuver and trick 
used to catch them. I watched fish ap- 
proach even the best performing lures, 
seem ABOUT TO STRIKE - then 
suddenly TURN AWAY. Something 
about even the best performing lures 
was obviously often KEEPING 
THEM FROM CATCHING fish. As 
for the average lure, mostly they 
seemed actually to BORE the fish — 
as though they looked to the fish as 
they looked to me UNDERWATER 
— shiny, painted bits of metal, plastic 
and wood. I saw live bait after it was 
cast turn white and die before my eyes 
— and saw fish often approach. pre- 
pare to strike THEN TURN AWAY. 


Minnows Irresistible 


Then I saw the same fish approach 
actual live swimming minnows and 
without caution or suspicion STRIKE 
RAVENOUSLY. I saw the same fish 
that rejected the lures again and again 
attack without caution LIVE SWIM- 
MING MINNOWS. In fact, these lit- 
tle minnows seemed to DRAW many 
fish from a distance — even before 
being seen. 


Why Lures Often Fail 


My talks with fish scientists and my 
own studies convinced me it was the 
swimming motion of minnows, partic- 
ularly the swishing tail that attracted 
many fish. I concluded that no lure T 
had ever used had SUFFICIENTLY 
duplicated the living minnow and its 
motion. 

How; I asked myself, could a fish 
lure be created that would attract fish 
just. as the actual living swimming 
minnows did — and that once attracted 
would get the same ravenous STRIKE 
as live minnows—WITHOUT the hesi- 
tation, suspicion and FEAR aroused 
by the lures I saw used? 


My Secret is My French, Patented Lure That Works 
in Lakes, Ponds, Streams, Salt Waters, Saves You 
Time, Work, Money and Disappointment 


Perfect for Amateurs, Experts, Trollers, Coasters, Shore Fisherman, 
All Kinds of Fresh Water Game and Pan Fish Plus Salt Water Fish! 


My Man-Made “Minnow” 


After 19 years of study and testing, 
I have finally created such a man- 
made “minnow,” so like a living, 
swimming minnow in shape, form, tex- 
ture and motion that fish ravenouslv 
STRIKE — without caution — and 
catch more fish, bigger fish — faster 
than ever before in my life. 

Because my man-made "'fish"' looks, 
darts, wiggles, even ‘‘feels” like a 
minnow ... bass, pickerel. pike, perch, 
trout, and many other kinds of fresh 
and salt water fish attack voraciously 
— without suspicion or fear — even 
when they're not biting for another 
fisherman on the lake. 


Astonishing Catches Reported 


I call my lure VIVIF. Once I per- 
fected VIVIF I started selling them 
to other fishermen. Soon news of as- 
tonishing catches came in—first France 
--then from other countries. 

Yes, from all over come reports of 
amazing catches — of fish biting where 
other lures failed — of the sureness, 
the simplicity, the effectiveness of this 
VIVIF lure. And what does this mean 
fo you? 

Simply this. Now YOU can get more 
out of fishing than ever before. Now 
YOU can catch more fish, bigger fish 
than ever in your life. It is GUARAN- 
TEED — or you pay not one penny. 
It means now no longer need you 
come back with an empty creel from a 
long day's fishing. It means no longer 
need you spend hours of work digging 
worms or catching minnows or other 
bait. It means you can save the end- 
less expense of continually buying ex- 
pensive spinners, flies, plugs, bait and 
lures. It means you can often catch 
the fish that are not biting on worms, 
bugs, plugs, spoons, canned bait, flies, 
cut bait or spinners or no cost. It 
means you can troll, cast, or shore fish 
with my lure with equal success. It 
means you can go out after and come 
back with large mouth bass, small 
mouth bass, pike, pickerel, perch, 
bream, trout, walleyes, salmon, red 
tuna, striped bass, blue fish, weak fish 
and do it time and again — or your 
money will be refunded at any time. 
VIVIF is catching fish in 25 countries 
for delighted fishermen. 3,000,000 
VIVIF's have been grabbed up. Al- 
ready reports from U.S. fishermen say 
VIVIF is the greatest lure they have 
ever used. I predict VIVIF will be the 
world's fastest selling fish lure. But 
test the magic power of VIVIF your- 
self without risking a penny. 


$3.98 ($4.65 value!) 


FISH GRAB MY HOOK WITHOUT CAUTION — Attack Ravenously ! 


I Catch Fis 
Lik 


SOUND WAVE MINNOW! 

Living action! Attracts by its Vibrating tail. 
World's most lifetike jure in water, Fish can't 
resist. When they grab lure it “feels” lifelike 
—doesn't warn them to spit it out before 
hook sinks in. 


Fishermen Say... 
“The Ist day caught 25” Musky and 4 
nice Northerns. Vivif surprised my guide." 
L.K., Chicago, И! 
"With Vivif | caught plenty of Bass." 
S.F. Pittsburgh. Ра, 


"Amazing! Caught 6 Bass, then 4 North- 


erns 24" to 31"—in 1 day." 
R.C., Waukegan, lil. 


“Trotting Vivif | landed 15 Yellowtails 
and 2 Bonito—out of 19 starts." 
C.C S., Encinita, Calif. 


Caught 31 Ib. Pike, 40 Ib. Salmon, 30 
Ib. Rock Sturgeon, limits of Walleye, Pick- 
erel. Magic with Perch, Striped Bass, Blue 
Fish, Weak Fish, 


SUPPLIES are LIMITED 


To get-your VIVIF now, mail Amaz- 
ing Trial Coupon. U.S. supplies are 
still limited. Order now to be sure 
you'll have your VIVIF in time for 
your next fishing trip. Only if you act 
at once can we guarantee to fill your 
order immediately. 


AMAZING TRIAL OFFER 


It took me 19 years of hard work de- 
veloping, improving, and perfecting 
VIVIF to achieve my final result. But 
you can test the magic power of 
VIVIF yourself without risking a 
penny. VIVIF takes the luck out of 
fishing, lets you have more fun out of 
fishing—because you catch more fish. 

All you do is mail the no-risk trial 
coupon below. When you receive your 
VIVIF, use it anywhere you like...to 
prove its fantastic catching powers. 
Use it to catch bass, trout, perch, 
pickerel, pike, walleyes . . . any sport 
or pan fish you like to catch. 

Put VIVIF to every test. If you don't 
agree it is the finest lure you've ever 
used . . . if it doesn't catch more fish 
and bigger fish, you have used it en- 
tirely free. It won't cost you a penny. 
Read amazing trial offer below. 


Over 3,000,000 Amazing VIVIF’s Al- 
ready Sold Throughout The World. 
Be The First In Your Area To Own 


One. 
(G.S. 19703 


ГЕРМАН AMAZING 6 MONTH TRIAL COUPON ORR 


| GIFT HOUSE, Dept. 3124 : 
4500 N.W. 135th Street, Miami, Fla. 33054 | 
| t accept your GUARANTEE that VIVIFS will catch for me more fish, bigger fish and 
| fish when they are not biting for others—even with live bait—or that otherwise | can 
return VIVIFS within 6 months for full refund. 
Send mecat по risk—set of three different УМЕ lures in world's most life like tex- 
ture and fish tested color combinations—with Magic Motion Vibrating tails—all for 


C] PAYMENT ENCLOSED ($3.98 cash, check or М.О.) Ship me set 
| of #0115 VIVIFS postpaid. | save all C.O.D. charges. 


| МАМЕ 
[АООВЕЗ$ 


| сіту 


| 
| 
| $1 DEPOSIT ENCLOSED. Ship C.O.D. ГН pay postman $2.98 plus C.O.D. charges. | 
1 
| 
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(Continued from page 75) 
bird from which Trocchio had taken the 
brown paper bag to be traded for guns 
later turned up $240 in a case that had 
been hidden under a front seat. Includ- 
ed in the stack of currency were four 
of the $10 bank notes whose serial num- 
bers had been re^orded before they 
were handed to Parlante earlier in the 
day in payment for 25 "nickel bags" 
of pot. 

‘After ordering the Thunderbird con- 
fiscated and held as evidence in the trial 
of the pair at a future date, Chief Mc- 
Laughlin appeared before County Judge 
Leonard Rubenfeld and submitted evi- 
dence on which warrants authorizing a 
search of Parlante's Dobbs Ferry home 
and the blue Cadillac in his garage. 

Before morning, accompanied by the 
accused seller of the marijuana pur- 
chased in Dobbs Ferry, Sheriff's Inves- 
tigator Gale and Dobbs Ferry Detective 
Cunningham returned to the home of 
Nick Parlante. There, in the presence of 
Nick, his attractive blonde wife and his 
father, a prominent Westchester Coun- 
ty attorney, the house was searched. 

During the search, according to Gale 
and Cunningham, a quantity of mari- 


juana was found in a brown paper bag | 


concealed beneath a mattress in Par- 
lante's bedroom. A .22-caliber pistol was 
also taken from the drawer of a dress- 
ing table in the same room. 

Taken to the Dobbs Ferry Police Sta- 
tion, young Parlante was booked for 
violation of local laws restricting the 
possession of drugs and firearms. 

Satisfied that they had broken up 
what might have become one of the big- 
gest importations of marijuana and oth- 
er drugs into suburban Westchester 
County communities in recent years, 
Chief McLaughlin and his fellow offi- 
cers swore to complaints charging the 
accused with crimes for which both 
could be sentenced to long prison terms. 

Meanwhile, both men refused to talk 
when advised of their constitutional 
rights and lawyers had them free on 
bail even as the informant whose tip 
to the Rye detective had brought about 
their downfall was being spirited out 
of the county. 

Before the pair appeared in Supreme 
Court at White Plains on the following 
May 5, 1969 to enter guilty pleas to 
two of those charges, all other counts 
were dropped. 

Parlante, pleading guilty to attempt- 
ed criminal sale of narcotics in the first 
degree, was then sentenced by Judge P. 
Raymond Siriganothe to five years’ pro- 
bation. Trocchió, entering a similar plea 
to “criminal possession of drugs in the 
fourth degree,” was put on probation 
for three years. 

Four months later, after the reopen- 
ing of schools throughout the country 
for the fall term, police and educators in 
scattered parts of the nation estimated, 
anywhere from 50 to 90 percent of the 
teenage pupils in their respective areas 
were currently using marijuana, and 
might soon be going in for hard nar- 
coties. 

Chief McLaughlin is far more opti- 
mistic. As a direct result of the arrest 
of the two men whom an informant had 
accused of threatening to flood the 
schools of Rye and other suburban New 
York seaboard towns with illicit drugs, 
there has been a marked decrease in 
the use of marjuana in local schools, he 
believes. This the chief attributes to an 
awareness on the part of parents to the 
danger of the situation, largely due to 
publicity given the arrest of the men who 
wanted to trade drugs for guns—followed 
by an educational campaign. $ © 6 
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IDENTIFICATION 
EMPLOY IAS 
GRADUATES 


Yes — There is good money in Scientific 
Crime Detection and Fingerprint Identifica- 
tion .. . but much more than money alone! 
Imagine the thrill of being on the team that 
apprehends a vicious criminal . . . possibly 
a remorseless killer . . . by modern, scientific 
means. Trapping him .. . helping build an 
air-tight case with hard, undeniable facts 
you've helped dig out! This is what fills the 
job of CRIME INVESTIGATOR with daily 
excitement . . . in addition to good steady 
pay, security and advancement opportunity. 

Just as I've helped hundreds of other am- 
bitious men get into CRIME INVESTIGA- 
TION ...Ican help you, too. At home in 


` You are needed 


your spare time, I will reveal and train you 
in the secrets of modern Crime Detection, 


Just mail coupon for this excit- 
ing book.. 
crime cases and crime facts. 
Tells how you can find za 
success and security in 
Crime Investigation. 
Send for your FREE : 
copy today. No sales- 
man will call. (Give 
your age, please). 


APP 


G. 


MAKE BIG MONEY INSTALLING 
ALARM SYSTEMS 


- New pan opens multi-million dollar burglar, 

[- fire alarm business to small home operators. 
t- Guides beginners step by step. Starts you full 
® or spare time without previous experience or 
7 big investment, See how to cash in oninvisible 
webof brotertion that stops crookscold, makes 
р = big profits. Nosalesman will call. Free details! 
NASCO, 11071 Massachusetts Avenue 
Dept. 02163, Los Angeles, Calif. 90025 


SELL new lifetime, Golden Meta! 
Social Security Plates in spore time for 
BIG PROFITS. Millions waiting to buy. 
No investment or obligation whatsoever. 
SEND FOR FREE SAMPLE AND 
COMPLETE SALES КІТ NOW! 


‘RUSSELL PRODUCTS СО. м 
Р.О. ВОХ 286-006, PULASKI, TENN. 38478 = 


SUBSCRIBE TO SPORT 


Now you can get SPORT—the magazine 
that brings you an action-packed inside 
view of big league Baseball, Basketball, 
Football and Hockey—delivered right to 
your home! Only $3.00 for 12 issues. 
Mail check, cash or money order to: 


SPORT Dept. 9OLTDCOS: 


205 E. 42 St., N.Y.C. 10017 


FINGERPRINT 


. filled with famous OF 


Get into a Good Paying Career! 


ring Crooks to Justice 


Through Scientific 


ME DETECTION 


RAIN AT HOME TO BEA 


ECHNICIAN 


now to help keep pace with the fantastic 


increase in crime! Prepare for a fine, well paying career 
that offers security and steady advancement! 


Fingerprint Identification, Firearms Identifi- 
cation, Handwriting Identification, the art of 
“Shadowing” . and the other skills that 
the trained Criminal Investigator uses in his 
daily assignments. 

It doesn’t matter what you are doing now 

. what kind of jobs you held before .. . 
there is wide open opportunity for the train- 
ed Crime Investigator. 

Our graduates are leaders in Fingerprint- 
Identification-Investigation departments in 
every state and all over the free world. Over 
800 Identification Bureaus employ our form- 
er students. IAS is accredited by the Na- 
tional Home Study Council. Rush coupon for 
“Blue Book of Crime"—Free! 


Approved for Veterans Under The С.І. Bill 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
A Correspondence School Founded in 1916 
Dept. 7842 1920 Sunnyside, Chicago, lIl. 60640 


I. Bill 


INSTITUTE Mr. T. Dickerson Cooke, Director 

INSTITUTE of APPLIED SCIENCE, Dept. 7842 i 
1920 Sunnyside, Chicago, IIl. 60640 1 
Without obligation send me the Blue Book of в 

LIED Crime (latest edition).and list of Identifica- в Р 
tion Bureaus employing ІА S students апа g 
graduates to; jeter. with complete facts and g 
SCIENCE 6 a 
Ë 
Approved Name ge. Н 
for Address, Н 
Veterans : Ц 
Under The ЩА и 
Е 


State... Zip Code. 


MOVING? 


Please mail us your old and new address at 
least 8 weeks in advance, For your old address, 
simply include the label which comes attached 
to your copy each month. Thank you. Mail to: 
TD, 205 East 42 Street, N.Y., N.Y. 10017 


TALENT 


EARCHERS 


a tat FOR FREE EXAMINATION а ADVICE, 


RECORDS 


HEARING AIDS 
24 OFF nnns 


PRICES 


LARGEST SELECTION of tiny, 
all-in-the-ear, behind the ear, 
eyeglass and pocket models. 
REE HOME TRIAL. No obli- 
gation. Money back guaran- 
tee. No down payment. Easy 
terms. No salesmen or deal- 
ers. Order direct and save 6596. Write for free catalog. 
PRESTIGE, Dept. D-126, Box 10947, Houston, Tex. 77018. 


Of Hollywood 


INVITE YOU TO SEND YOUR SONGS OR SONG, POEMS 
WE NEED 
Са FRESH NEW TALENT WITH FRESH NEW IDEAS. On 
Ч SELECTED MATERIAL WE GUARANTEE TO SECURE 
ЗЕ PUBLISHING CONTRACT. SEND vouR 
VERY BEST TO TALENT SEARCHERS, Dert. A.D., 
6311 Yucca Ave. Но умоор, CaL. 90028 


A 
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DETECTIVE 
TRAINING 


G.I. APPROVAL 
FOR VETS! 


Easy home study course prepores 

РЯ men and women for the exciting 

ond rewarding investigation 

profession. SEND NOW FOR FREE 

DETAILS about course, lapel ріп ond diplama. 
No solesmon will call. 


UNIVERSAL DETECTIVES 
EXTENSION TRAINING DIVISION 


DEPT. сс ‚Р.О. BOX 8180 
UNIVERSAL CITY. CALIF. 91608 


FOR A GREAT JOB 
LIKE THIS!” 


is just one 
of 1000s good pay “Fun Jobs” open 
now in Recreation to qualified men 
and women all ages who like people. 
My easy home-study plan trains you 
to win good pay career supervising 
indoor-outdoor recreation activities 
for people of all ages. Big Demand! 
U.S. Labor Department predicts 
“750,000 new jobs by 1980!" Send for 
FREE “RECREATION CAREER 
KIT.” State your age. 


Tom Harmon, NORTH AMERICAN SCHOOL OF RECREATION, 
4500 Campus Dr., Dept. 1563 Newport, California 92660 


Help Keep 


America Strong 
Save regularly with 


U.S. SAVINGS BONDS 
High School Course 


Many Finish in 2 Years 


If 17 or over and not in school, start where you left 
off. Progress at your own speed. Low tuition. Pre- 
pare for college entrance exams or a good job in 
business or a trade. Diploma awarded. Founded 
in 1897, FREE BROCHURE~WRITE TODAY! 
American School, Dpt. H330, Drexel at 58th, Chicago60637 


*'How to Make Money with 
„< Simple Cartoons’ 


A booklet everyone who likes te! FREE 
obligation. Send mam, rp code | BOOK | 


-Write to CARTOONISTS' EXCHANGE 
№ Dept. 583, Pleasant Hill, Ohio 45359 


your bills 


E M s ERI Er 
WE CAN HELP YOU! 


We are not a loan company, so poor 
credit is no problem! (Maximum total 
debt accepted is $20,000.) 


Send your name and address. We'll mail more 
information and a CONFIDENTIAL application. 


UNITED SECURITY 


CORPORATION 
Dept. 003, 36 Kennedy Plaza, Providence, R.1. 02903 


А Job In 
Recreation” 


Apologetic Rapist 
(Continued from page 19) 


opening up his own gymnasium, the Tiger 
Athletic Club in Decatur, which, Chief 
Hand knew, specialized in the training 
of women in self-defense. Tiger also used 
the gym to train a heavyweight boxer he 
was grooming for the professional prize 
ring. 

The chief figured Wagner could take 
care of himself in such a stakeout if 
anyone could. That left only the other 
half of the stakeout team. 

“What about the girl?" Hand asked. 

“Гуе got her,” Wagner declared. Не 
went on to explain that the partner he 
proposed to use in the unusual trap was 
working right in the DeKalb County Po- 
lice Department. 

She was, he said, Carolyn Hanson, a 
19-year-old blonde, blue-eyed employe 
of the department's records division. 
Carolyn was a native of nearby Conyers, 
Georgia, and only the year before had 
graduated from Rockdale County High 
School After a few months as a secre- 
tary at a couple of local firms, she had 
joined the police department in January, 
1969. The five-foot seven-inch, 113- 
pound policewoman had, in fact, since 
August of 1968 been studying self- 
defense under the detective. She was his 
star pupil, had already won a blue belt, 
and was instructing other students. 

Wagner's explanation of his plan was 
enough for Chief Напа, He gave it his 
full approval The DeKalb department, 
with Tiger Wagner and Carolyn Han- 
son leading the way, was all set to con- 
front The Apologetic Rapist in his fa- 
vorite haunts. 

That afternoon the waitress moved 
out of her ill-starred apartment, taking 
her two children with her. At the urg- 
ing of Detective Wagner, she left her 
furniture in the apartment. After dark, 
Wagner and his female partner slipped 
into the apartment via the back door to 
begin their unlikely vigil. 

Wagner, in the darkened apartment, 
prepared the hiding place which would 
be his "office" for some time. In a closet 
which commanded a view of the hallway 
and the bedroom window, he spread a 
blanket and placed a straight-backed 
chair, mindful of the dangers of drowsi- 
ness, Then he took off his shoes and 
settled down to wait. . 

Carolyn Hanson, meanwhile, once 
Wagner was ready, flipped on the lights 
in the kitchen, living room, and bed- 
room. She moved around the apartment 
to make sure that any unseen watching 
eyes would know someone was home— 
and that that someone was female. 

At 2 am. after Carolyn had had her 
fill of late-evening talk shows and old 
movies, the two knocked off for the night 
and gone to their respective homes. The 
closest thing Carolyn had seen to a mad 
rapist was a mediocre love scene on tele- 
vision. Wagner had missed even that in 
his closet hideaway. 

The next night at 7 p.m., however, they 
were back in the apartment. They also 
were back on the boring routine of the 
night before—until 10 p.m. Wagner, well 
aware that in all three previous rapes 
the attacker had struck right at 10 p.m., 
was exira alert. His alertness paid off. 

Just minutes after the hour, the detec- 
tive saw a shadow cross the bedroom 
window! The shadow, he figured, 
shouldn’t be there because the window 
faced a yard between two buildings. 
From his earlier careful survey of the 
stakeout area, Wagner knew that there 
was no walkway through the yard. Mus- 


cles and nerves taut, he slipped to the 
bedroom window, almost unconsciously 
lapsing into the traditional karate stance, 
and peered around the blinds. 

A man clad in a white shirt was stand- 
ing with his back to the bathroom win- 
dow. His senses now almost screaming 
from the tension, Wagner eased back the 
blind and tiptoed to the bedroom door, 
where he slipped his pistol out of its 
holster and lay prone on the floor. 

From his position, he had a straight 
shot into the bathroom and at the bed- 
room window, yet he could use the door 
frame for quick protective cover if nec- 
essary. Like a well-trained Marine, he 
waited for the coming encounter. 

Half an hour later, he was still waiting, 
muscles now sore from the unrelenting 
tension. With resignation, he arose and 
once more tiptoed to the bedroom win- 
dow to peer through the blinds. As he 
had feared, the man he thought was his 
rape-prone quarry was gone. After that, 
the rest of the night was anti-climactic. 
At 2 am, there had been no further 
signs of the intruder, and Wagner and 
Miss Hanson knocked off. 

The nights of May 4th and 5th offered 
nothing like the nerve-racking half-hour 
of that strained, abortive ambush. Tired 
of television talk shows and out-dated 
films, Carolyn brought a novel with her 
to read during the night-time stakeouts. 
Wagner didn’t have even that outlet for 
relaxation. For hours on end he was 
glued to his chair, with his eyes con- 
stantly roving the confines of the small 
apartment. When May 6th came, both 
were relieved to take their two days off. 

The two-day respite seemed all too 
short when Thursday, May 8th, rolled 
around and the karate practising-pair 
were due to resume the stakeout for the 
fifth day. 

Detective Wagner, although he had no 
intention of voicing his doubts to his 
pretty partner, was concerned. The de- 
tective was fearful that somehow they 
had lost their quarry. Possibly, he sur- 
mised, the man he had spotted by the 
bathroom window had actually been the 
rapist who had been frightened off by 
something, never again to return. 

The night itself did nothing to allay his 
fears, A driving rain was beating down, 
and the detective reasoned that even a 
demented rapist probably liked his com- 
fort and would stay inside. His fore- 
bodings of failure weren't lessened 
when he learned that Carolyn would be 
late for the stakeout. Rather than waste 
the time sitting uselessly in a darkened 
apartment, Wagner took the opportun- 
ity to go to the nearby home of the wait- 
ress’ mother, where she was staying. The 
DeKalb Police Department, far from con- 
fining its attempts to catch The Apolo- 
getic Rapist via the stakeout, had also 
followed the standard police procedures 
recommended by the other detectives. 
Wagner had some mug shots of sexual 
offenders to show the waitress. 

After running through the pictures for 
almost an hour, however, she still had 
not found any previous offender who 
resembled the man who ravished her. 

Disappointed once more, Wagner re- 
turned to the apartment, slipping in 
through the rear entrance. At 9:30 p.m. 
Carolyn arrived in the company of De- 
tective R. H. Williams, who posed as 
her boyfriend. The two walked in the 
front door of the apartment where Wag- 
ner, determined to keep his concern over 
impending failure to himself, had se- 
creted himself in the closet. Williams left ' 
after about five minutes. 

In a touch worthy of a member of 
Actors’ Equity, instead of the DeKalb 
Police Department, he whipped out a 


"Finally... The Brutal Machiavellian Expert On Human ES 
Science Of Mind Behavior Comes Clean About f= 


\ І I Hypnosis, Persuasion, And 
Manipulation Revealed... | | Mind Control!" 


If the thought of true unlimited personal power has ever crossed 
your mind... this will be the most important letter you ever read. 


For years I've been studying various forms of self improvement, 
hypnosis and persuasion. Like you, I've chased the trends - the 
latest "Law of Attraction" knockoff, people claiming to have 
"inside information" on "secret" hypnosis groups, and all sorts 
of other nonsense. 


ELITE SOCIAL CONTROL 
--> CLICK HERE TO DISCOVER MORE «-- 


handkerchief as he walked toward his 
unmarked car and wiped his lips, as if 
ridding himself of the traces of lipstick. 

The Thursday night stakeout went 
slower,, if anything, than any of those 
before. It was especially rough on De- 
tective Wagner, alone with his growing 
doubts that he might not make good on 
his promise to Chief Hand, Nonetheless, 
as the clock crept around to 10 p.m, 
he felt the familiar tautness in his 
nerves. For The Apologetic Rapist, 10 
p.m. was the twitching hour. 

Carolyn had fixed coffee for herself 
and her partner. Wagner was sipping 
the hot brew when, almost as if on 
schedule, three light raps sounded at the 
back door. The knocking, to the tense 
detective, rang through the entire apart- 
ment. He went rigid, then carefully set 
down the cup and walked softly into the 
hall. “It’s the back door,” Carolyn whis- 
pered. 

A thrill of apprehension and anticipa- 
tion coursed through the detective. By 
prior arrangement, any detective who 
had reason to call at the apartment 
during the hours the stakeout was in 
operation was instructed to inform Wag- 
ner and Carolyn by radio walkie-talkie 
in advance of the impending visit. None 
had done so. Furthermore, the other de- 
tectives were under instructions to use 
the front door. With almost uncanny 
certainty, Wagner knew this was the mo- 
ment for which he had waited out those 
long, boring hours in the tiny closet. 

Stationing himself in the living room 
where he could hear but not see the 
rear door, Wagner unholstered his pis- 
tol and motioned Carolyn to open it. 
The policewoman eased open the door 
to be confronted by a youth wearing a 
dirty white tee shirt. Her eyes went im- 
mediately to his hair: It was dishwater- 
blond! 

“Hey!” the man said. 

“Hey!” Carolyn replied. “What do you 
want?” ? 

“І want to see your husband,” the call- 
er said, his eyes probing, the interior 
of the apartment. 

“He’s not here,” Carolyn said. 

“Oh,” the man declared. 
alone?” 

“Yes,” Wagner heard his partner re- 
ply, followed by a loud “thump” as if 
someone had been pushed hard against 
the wall. Hard after that came a sur- 
prised exclamation from Carolyn. She 
gasped out one word: “Tiger!” 

Instantly the detective stepped into the 
kitchen-living room doorway. It framed 
a frightening picture: Carolyn was 
pinned against the wall by a light-haired 
man, one arm across her chest, a hand 
clamped over her mouth. With an ex- 
pression of incredulous shock, the man 
looked into the barrel of Wagner’s .38 
caliber police special, dropped his arms, 
and turned to flee. 

“Halt!” Wagner ordered. Heedless of 
the warning, the man sped out the rear 
door of the apartment. 

Wagner fired, and saw the fleeing man 
stagger as the slug caught him in the 
shoulder, then regain his balance and 
hit the first step on the short flight of 
stairs in the hallway. Determined that 
the fugitive wouldn’t escape, Wagner 
fired once more. This time, shot through 
the right lung, the man staggered again 
and 5prawled, bleeding, on the floor. 


“Are you 


Wagner told Carolyn to call the back- , 


up car, stationed nearby, and walked 
over to the man he had just shot. The 
dishwater-blond hair now was streaked 
with the blood which flowed from two 
bullet wounds, but the man was still 
breathing. The detective saw him loaded 
into an ambulance, then turned to take 


home the pretty blonde partner who had 
assisted him with such courage. To the 
other detectives he left the task of iden- 
tifying the gunshot victim. 

That proved to be an eyeopener. The 
man was Richard Wayne Neyhart, a 26- 
year-old Georgia native who worked for 
a Decatur truck line and was not ex- 
actly unknown to police. 

On his 17th birthday, after a surprise 
party thrown by his mother, Neyhart 
in a fit of passion, had battered her to 
death with a baseball bat! 

Police records disclosed that on June 
24, 1960, Neyhart's mother, on a pretext, 
had driven her son to a friend's house. 
There the teenager was the guest of 
honor at an unexpected birthday party. 
After the merrymaking, Wayne and 
some friends had gone to a movie, then 
played miniature golf until after mid- 
night. His mother was awake and wait- 
ing when he got home, and scolded her 
son for staying out so late. After ex- 
changing acrimonious words with her 
Neyhart had gone to bed and brooded 
about the argument. 

Finally he had arisen, seized a base- 
ball bat, strode into his mother's room 
and slugged the sleeping woman un- 
mercifully until she was dead. 

He had then taken her purse, contain- 
ing $4, and the family car (his father 
was in the Navy, at sea at the time), 
and driven to Reidsville, North Caro- 
lina. There, after driving off without 
paying for $3 of gasoline he had ordered, 
young Neyhart was picked up by police. 

In September of 1960, Neyhart had 
been tried on the murder charge, but 
was found not guilty by reason of in- 
sanity. He was sent to the State Mental 
Hospital at Milledgeville, but subse- 
quently was released as cured. He was 
married, police learned, but had no 
children. 


N ow, Neyhart, despite his serious 
gunshot wounds, at the apartment, 
stayed in the hospital only two weeks— 
under constant guard—before he was re- 
leased. That very night, with Detectives 
Wagner and Glosson on hand, Neyhart 
was placed in a lineup. Two of the rape 
victims, the manicurist and the waitress, 
identified him immediately as the man 
who had assaulted them. 

On June 4th Neyhart was admitted 
again to the mental hospital at Milledge- 
ville on orders of DeKalb County Su- 
perior Court Judge Clarence Peeler. He 
was thoroughly examined and returned 
to DeKalb County Jail to await trial after 
being pronounced mentally capable. 

On October 10, 1969, Neyhart ap- 
peared before Superior Court Judge 
William T. Dean. Assistant District At- 
torney Dennis Jones, represented the 
prosecution. 

Faced with the damning evidence 
against him, Wayne Neyhart pleaded 
guilty, even though he had never ad- 
mitted his crimes to police. He was 
given life sentences on each of the two 
rape charges against him, and 20 years 
for assault with intent to rape in the 
case of Miss Hanson. 

Shortly after the trial, both Carolyn 
Hanson and Detective Wagner received 
letters of commendation from Chief Dick 
Hand and DeKalb County Commission 
Chairman Clark Harrison. The chief 
noted that their work together had been 
“in keeping with the highest traditions" 
of the DeKalb force. 

Chairman Harrison commended the 
two karate experts for their “good judg- 
ment and calm courage"—both qualities 
which were amply demonstrated in their 
apprehension of The Apologetic Rapist. 
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